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A D.V E R T I S E M E N T. 

Portions 8f the following narrative were amon^ the 
earliest prose performances of the writer. The materials 
are gathered from facts, partly occurring under his own 
observation. In a recent permsal of this, ^ong TOR?? 
crude efforts of his bojrfiood, he was seized with the desire 
to make some use of his early labours. AtteTirjrting to 
arrange and prepare it for the press, the work ^rew 
beneath his hands to an extent far exceeding his original 
purpose, which was simply that of constructing a rapid 
magazine article. He is aw^e»that such a poDcess of 
expansion is liable to some dangers and many objections ; 
not the least «f which, in popular ekimation, is the 
probable lack of exciting To reader^ who are 

simply in search of incident^ and that sort of interest 
which appeals to the blood rather than the brain, it may 
be necessary, by way of warning, and to prevent ufllfea- 
sonable misconception, to say that this story offers very 
little encouragejpejjit. Jt does not belong to the sdhool 
of Marryat or Ainsworth. 



ADVl IRTISEMENT. 


If it depicts some di^^istrous chances, it is yet with- 
out those 

“ Moving accidents by flood and field,” 

^ose 

“ Tl^firbreadth ’scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach,” 

which so richly garnish, in general, the ^narratives of these 
very popular; writers. The author has contemplated 
another class of readers, ifis 'trials and troubles are 
those ot domestic life only, — where the passions, erring 
and excited, develope themselves in faults and vices, rather 
ikssr in ciirnes. An attet^jipt to analyze the heart in some 
of its toils,— ^to pursue its phases, — trace, if possible, the 
source^^.f ifs perversities and afflictions, — its thousand 
self-destrpying inconsistencies, and seemingly wilful war- 
fare"^ with reason and slow experience, — has been the chief 
design of this narrative, and of the writer. He reviews 
his work, now thUt his task is finished, with many mis- 
givings. He is not blind to the difficulty of narrating the 
struggles of a blind heart. Perhaps there is no perform- 
ance more difficult — less likelj to be successful ; particu- 
larly when it is remembered that he undertakes to do this, 
not so much by events, which' naturally speak for them- 
j itiys, but by that silent progress, the under-currents of 
moods and feelings — moods which look but speak not — 
andtfeelings that boil in their fountains but are never suf- 
flred to overflow. «This is the characteristic of the social, 
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in contradistinction to the hii^orjcal romance. It is nar- 
rated, not acted. One single soul is. taken, and made to 
declare/its dreary experience for itself. It has no assis-i 
tants — there is no chorus-%-#io other actors are Tl^rmittc'^. 
41 speaks, or not, to the purpose, as one givings evid^ce 
Perhaps, like such a witness, though sworn, it may sp'eah 
some — much — bifl not the whole truth. The writer, how- 
ever, has striven that such should not be" the case. He | 
has conducted the cross-examination with a searching 
scrutiny, and if any matters of evidence are left unre- 
vealed, the fault is rather in the lawyer than the witness. 
The courteous reader will be pTeased to perceive this fauPj 
in neither. In neithe^^ — we answer for botl^jp-is it wilful. ' 
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THE feLIND HEAJIT. 


CHAPTER I. 


“ Wlio (lares bestow the infant liis true name? 

The few who f<.)lt and knew, but blindly g'av^ 

Their knowlcjUge to the multitude, — they fell I 
Incajiablc to keep their full hearts in, 

They, from the first of immemorial time, 

Were crucified or burnt.” 

Goethe's Faust. 

The pains and penalties •f Tolly are not neces- 
sarily death. Tliey were in old times, perhaps, 
according to the text, and he who kept not to him- 
self the secrets of his silly h^a^ was sorely cilicified 
or burnt. Though lacking ii\ penalties extreme like 
these, the present is not wkhout its own. All times, 
indeed, have their penalties for folly, much nior^ 
certainly than for crime ; and this fact furnishes one 
of the most human argiiments in favour of the doc- 
trine of rewards^an^ pupishments in the future state. 
But these penalties are not always mortifications and 
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,Coi FftSSION, 


trials of the flesh, Tho‘’e arc punishments of the soul ; 
the spirit; the sensibilities; the intellect; — which are 
most usually die consequences of one’s own folly. 
-There^^s a perversity of^ rpodH which is the worst 
ot^ll sjiSh penalties. There are tortures which the 
-feolteh heart equally inflic^is and endures. The pas- 
sions riot on their own nature; and^feeding as they 
do upon thf^t bosom from which they spring, and in 
wh^ch they flourish, may, not^. inaptly, be likened to 
that unnatural brood which gnaws into the heart of 
the mother^Dird, and sustains its existence at the 
expense of hers. Meetly governed from the begin- 
ning, tbe^ are dutiful agents that bless themselves in 
their own obedience; but, pampered to excess, they 
are tyrants that never do justice, until at last, when 
they fitly conclude the work of destruction by their 
own. 

The narrative which follows is intended to illus- 
trate these opinions. Il is the story of a blind heart — 
nay, of^blind hearts^tlind through their own per- 
versity — blind to their own interests — their own joys, 
hopes, and proper sources of delight. In narrating 
my owfn fortunes, I depict theirs; and the old leaven 
of wilfulness, which belongs to our nature, has, in 
greater or less degree, a place in qvery human bosom. 

I was the only one -surviving of several sons. My 
parents died while I was yet an infant. I never 
knew them. I was left to .the doubtful charge of 
relatives, who might as well have been strangers, 
and learned to doubt and to distrust among the first 
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fatal lessons of my youth. 1/olt myself unloved — 
nay, as I fancied, disliked and despised. I was not 
merely- an orphan. I was poor, and \^as felt as bur- 
densoiue by those whom a d/^ad of 

public opinion, rather lhai>a sense of duty ^nd affgc- 
lion, persuaded to take rtie to their homes, 
then, when littip more than three years old, 1 found 
myself, — a lon^y brat, whom servant^ might flout 
at pleasure, and whom superiors only regardec^with 
a frown, f was jusi oid enough to remember tfilit 1 
had once experienced very diflTerent ♦reatment. I 
had felt the caresses of a fond mother — I had heard 
the cheering accents of a generous an(J a geftBL 
father. The one had soothed my griefs and en- 
couraged my hopes — the other had stifTiulat(yl my 
energies and prompted my desires. Let no one fancy 
that, because I was a child, these lessons were p-i9'e- 
mature. All education, to be valuable, must begin 
with the child’s first efforts at discrimination. Sud- 
denly, both of these fond plants disappeared^ and I 
was just young enough to wonder why. 

The change in my fortunes first tftyched my sen- 
sibilities, which it finally excited until the\%became 
diseased. Neglected, if not scorned, I habitually 
looked to encounter nothing out neglect or scorn 
The sure result of this condition of mind was a look 
and feeling, on my pan, of habitual defiance. 1 
grew up with the n]ood of one who goes forth 
with a moral certain^ that he must meet and pro- 
vide against an enemy. But I anf now premature. 
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The uncle and aunt wjthiwhom I found shelter were, 
what is called in ordinary parlance, very good 
people. Thejj attended the most popular -church 
with au5st popular punclualit}^. They prayed with 
upction-^subscribed to all the charities which had 
py^iipity and a fashionablelist to recommend them— 
helped to send missionaries to Cakutta, Bombay, 
Owyhee, a^d other outlandish regions — paid their 
debt^ when they became due with commendable 
rerffliness, — and were, in all out-of-door respects, the 
very sort of<^people who might congratulate them- 
selves, and thank God that they were very far supe- 
ilur to their ncighbouc^s. My uncle had morning 
prayers at liomc, and my aunt thumbed Hannah 
MorQ.in the evening; though it must be admitted 
that the former could not always forbear, coming 
from church on the Sabbath, to inquire into the last 
news of the Liverpool cotton market, and my aunt 
never failed, when they reached home, on the same 
blessed day, to mak& the house ring with another 
sort of eloquence than that to which she listened 
with such sanctified devotion from the lips of the 
preache^. There were some other little offsets 
against the perfectly evangelical character of their 
religion. One of these — khe first that attracted my 
infant consideration, — was naturally one which more 
cfTrectly concerned myself. I soon discovered that, 
while I was sent to an ordinary charity school of 
the country, in threadbare breeches, made of the 
meanest material, — their own son — a gentle and 
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good, but puny boy, whom their indulgence injured, 
and, perhaps, finally destroyea — was despatched to 
a fashionable institution which taught all sorts of 
ologies , — dressed in ^uch ♦choice broadcloth and 
goslly habiliments^ as to itiSkehim an objec; of envy 
2Pnd even odium among alibis less fortunate ^chesol- 
fellows. Poor little Edgar ! His own good heaTt 
and correct natilTal understanding showed him the 
equal folly of that treatment to which ife was sub- 
jected, and the injusticfe and unkfhdness which 
tinguished mine. He strove to make^amends, so 
far as I was concerned, for the error of his parents. 
He was my playmate, whenever he was permitted 
but even this permission was qualified by some re- 
mark, some directiorf or counsel, from oi^ or other 
of his parents, which was intended to let him kTiow, 
and make«me feel, that there was a monstrous dif- 
ference between us. The servants discovered this 
difference as quickly as did the objects of it; and 
though we were precisely of one agf, and I was 
rather the largest of the two, yet in addressing us, 
they paid him the deference which sjiould only be 
shown to superior age, and treated me tvith the con- 
tumely only due to infcrior^ul^rit. It was “ Master 
Edgar,” when he was spokenrio, — and “ you,” when 
I was the object of attention. I do not speak of 
these things as of substantial evils affecting my coni 
dition. Perhaps, in one or more respects, they were 
benefits. They taught me humility i« the first place, 
and made that^hiftnility independence, by showing 
2 * 
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me that the lesson was |jestowed in wantonness, and 
not with the purpose of improvement. And, in pro- 
portion as my physical nature suffered theirmeglect, 
it accj^uired strength by the very roughening to which 
that neglect exposed it. ' In this ^1 possessed a vart 
advantage over my little companion. His framu, 
naturally feeble, sunk under the ojyDressive tender- 
ness to which the constant care oi a vain father, a 
doling mohier, and sycophantic friends and servants 
;%ukjected it. The attrition of boy witn boy, in the 
half manly imports of schoolboy life, — its very strifes 
and scuffles — would have brought his blood into ade- 
.jtjaate cir^culation, and gardened his bones, and given 
elasticity to his sinews. But from all these influ- 
ences, it4:Was carefully preserved and protected. 
He was not allowed to run, for fear of being too 
much heated. He could not jump, lest he might 
break a blood-vessel. In the ball play, he might get 
an eye knocked out; and even tops and marbles 
werq forbidden, lest he should soil his hands and 
wear out the knees of his green breeches. If he 
indulged in these sports it was only by stealth, and 
at the fearful cost of a falsehood on every such occa- 
sion. When will parents learn that entirely to crush 
and keep down the pretpe^ nature of the young, is to 
produce inevitable perversity, and stimulate the boy- 
ish ingenuity to crime? 

With me the case was very different. If cuffing 
and kicking could have killed, I should have died 
many sudden and severe deaths in the rough school 
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to which I was sent. If ey#s ;were likely to be lost 
in the campus, corded balls of India-rubber or still 
harder ones of wood, impelled by shinny jpticks, would 
have obliterated all of ftiine though they had b^^ nu- 
wierous as those of ^rgus. *!l\ty limbs and eycsiescapejJ 
dil injury; my frame grew lall and vigorous in^coijse- 
quence of neglect, even as the forest tree, left to the 
conflict of all th^ winds of heaven ; whij^ my poor 
little friend, Edgar, grew daily more and naore 
diminutive, just as some plant, which nursing ini 
tendance within doors, deprives of the* wholesome 
sunshine and generous breezes of Uie sky. The 
paleness of his cheek increased, the langi^or of hts 
frame, the meagreness of his form, the inability of 
his nature! He wus piumg rapidly awfy, incite 
of that excessive care, which, perhaps, had been in 
the first in^ance, the unhappy source of all his feeble- 
ness. He died — and I became an object of greater 
dislike than ever to his parents. The^ could not but 
contrast my strength with lys •feebleness ; — my im- 
provement with his decline ; — and when thej^remem- 
bered how little had been their ref]fafd for me, and 

how much for him — without ascribing the diflerence 

^ • 

of result to the true cause— they repined at the ways 
of Providence, and threw^upun me the reproach of 
it. They gave me less heed and fewer smiles than 
ever. If I improved at scTiool, it was well, perhaps^ 
but they never inquired, and I could not help fancy- 
ing that it was with a positive expre^ion of vexatioiT, 
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that my aunt heard, pn one occasion, from my 
teacher, in the. presence of some guests, that 1 was 
hkely to be an honour to the family. “ An honour 
tothe^iamily, indeed!” This w^’.s the clear expression 
in that /Christian ladyV e'yes, as I saw them sinj' 
immediately after in a scornful examination of my 
rugged frame and coarse garments.^ 

The family had its own source's of honour, was 
the calm Opinion of both of my patrons, as they 
^jjrwed their eyes upon their only remaining child, — 
a little girl ^bout five years old, who was playing 
around them qn the carpet. This opinion was also 
mine, evqn then; and my eyes followed theirs in the 
same direction. Julia Cliflbrd was one of the sweet- 
est little furies in the world. Tender-hearted, and 
just, and generous, like the dear little brother, whom 
she hacl only known to lose, she was yet as playful 
as a kitten. I was twice her age—just ten — at this 
period ; and a sort of instinct led me to adopt the 
little creaturejin place of poor Edgar, in the friend- 
ship of my boyish heart. I drew her in her little 
w^agon — carried her over the brooklet — constructed 
her tiny playthings ; — and, in consideration of my 
usefulness, in most genWii^ly keeping her in the best 
of humours, her mother was not unwilling that I 
should he her frequent playmate. Nay, at such 
times she could spare a gentle word even to me, as 
one throws a bone to the dog, who has jumped a 
pole, or plunged into the water, or worried some other 
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dog, for his amusement. At oo other period did 
my worthy aunt vouchsafe me such unlooked for 
consideration. 

But Julia Clifford weft not^my only friend, JJiad 
nftide another, shoatly before the death of Edgar; 
though, passingly it may be* said, friendship-making; 
was no easy business with a nature such as mine 
had now become. The inevitable resuji^; of such 
treatment as that to wh^ch my earljy^j years had be^n 
subjected, was fully realized. I was suspicious To 
the last degree of all new faces — ^jcalSus of the 
regards of the old ; devoting myself whftre my affec- 
tions were set, and requiring devotion — rigid, exclu- 
sive devotion — from their object in return. There was 
a terrible earnestness in all my moods whfth 
my very love a thing to be feared. I was no tfifler 
— I could not suffer to be trifled with — and the 
ordinary friendships of man or boy cannot long 
endure the exactions of such a disp^ition. The 
penalties are usually thought #to» be — and are — infi- 
nitely beyond the rewards and benefits. 

My intimaci^ with William Edgertofi were first 
formed under circumstances which, of all others, 
are most likely to establish them on a firm basis in 
our days of boyhood. He^cainu lu my rescue one 
evening, when, returning (fom school, I was beset 
by three other boys, who had resolved on drubbing 
me. My haughty deportment had vexed their self- 
esteem, and, a^ the sapae cause ha^ left me with 
few sympathies, it was taken for grSnted that the 
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unfairness of their asszlult would provoke no censure. 
They were mistaken. In the moment of my great- 
est difiicuVy, Williarn Edgerton dashed in among 
thefts. My exigency r.endei^fed his assistance a very 
singul^^r benefit. My nose was already brokerf — 
ojae of my eyes sealed up for a week’s duty ; and I 
was suffering from small annoyances, of hip, heart, 
leg and thigh, occasioned by the repeated cuffs, and 
the reckless kicks, which I was momently receiving 
from three points of the compass. It is true that 
my enemies had their hurts to complain of also; 
but the odds' were too greatly against me for any 
condu(X or strength of mine to neutralize or over- 
come; and it was only by Edgerton’s interposition 
I w^s saved from utter defeat and much worse 
usage. The beating I had already suffered. I was 
sore from head to foot for a week after ; and my 
only consolation was, that my enemies left the ground 
in a condition, if any thing, something wmrse than 
my own. 

But^I had gained a friend, and that was a sweet 
recompense,:^ sweeter to me, by far, than it is found 
or feh by schoolboyg ^usually. None could know 
or comprehend the force of my attachment — my 
dependence upon the Lttachment of which I felt 
assured ! — none but those wdio, with an earnest, im- 
petuous nature like my own — doomed to denial 
from the first, and treated with injustice and unkind- 
ness, — has felt the pang of a worse privation from 
the beginning; — the privation of that sustenance, 
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which is the “ very be all anc^end all” of its desire 
and its life — and the denial of which chills and 
repels its fervour, — throws it back in despondency 
upon itself, — fills it withisuspiftion, and racks it^^yith 
a #never-ceasing conflict between its apprel^nsion 
anfl its hopes. 

Edgerton supplied a vacuum which my bosom 
had long felt. was, however, very unlike in 
most respects to myself. He was raiher ohlegmatlc 
than ardent — -^low in his fancies, 'dnd shy in hre . 
associations from very fastidiousness. H^ was too 
much governed by nice tastes, to be an active or 
performing youth ; and too mu jh restrained Ijy them 
also, to be a popular one. This, perhaps, was the 
secret influence whicTi brought us togeUier. A 
mutual sense of isolation — no matter from what 
cause — awakened the sympathies between us. Our 
ties were formed, on my part, simply because I was 
assured that I should have no rival ; and on his, 
possibly, because he perceive^ in my ITaughty j-e- 
serve of character, a sufficient security that his fas- 
tidious sensibilities would not be lik«l^ to suffer 
outrage at my fiands. In every other respecj: our 
moods and tempers were utfffiTy unlike. I thougni 
him dull, very frequently, wjjefl he was only balanc- 
ing between jealous and sensitive tastes ; — and igno- 
rant of the actual, when, in fact, his ignorance simply 
arose from the decided preference which he gave to 
the foreign and abstract. He was cotitemplative — « 
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an idealist; I was itppetuous and devoted to the 
real and living world around me, in which I was 
disposed to mingle with an eagerness which might 
ha^e been fatal ; but for thaJi restraint to which my 
own distrust of all things and persons habituaMy 
subjected me. 
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E^dgefTWanfl ulia Clifford jny 
yoUng lilHlVI9est affections were divided, entire!}^ 
if not equai^. I lived for no other — I crired to seek, 
to know,wio otiftf, — ‘and yet I oflenp shrunk from 
both. Even at that boyish pviod, while lh<r heavier 
cares and the more j)ainful vexations of life were 
wanting to our annoyance, I had those of fflat 
ing nature, which seemed to be born of the tree 
whose evif growth “ brought death into the world 
and all our •wo.” The pang of a nameless jealousy — 
a sleepless distrust, — rose unbidden to my heart at 
seasons, when, in truth, there* wes no oLvious (muse. 
When Julia was most gentle, — when Willftim was 
most generousi, — even then, I had leaftjpd to repulse 
them with an indifference which I did not feel, — a 
rudeness which brought to my heart a pain even 
greater than that which €ny wantonness inflicted 
upon theirs. I knew, everjthen, that 1 was perverse, 
unjust; and that there was a littleness in the vexa- 
tious mood in which I indulged, that was unjust to 
my own feelingg, and ugbecoming in a manly naturdl 
•But, even though I felt all this, as thoroughly as I 

VOL. 1. 3 
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could ever feel it undc^r any situation, I still could 
not succeed in overcoming that insane will which 
drove me tp its indulgence. Vainly have -I striven 
to account for the blind^fes c^f heart, — for such it is, 
;n all sirsh cases, — whi^ppossess^id me. Was theffe 
ajj^Y tiling in my secjpt nature, born at my birth and 
growing with — which impelled me to 

this wilfulpess. I uunuve 

serjous reflectio|^ am^mnpenea to^Mi^B&t J^vas 
4hb strict result of moods growing 
lar treatment to which I had been subiecW. It does 
not seem unnatural that an ardenPlempflP ot mind, 
willing to confide, loojfing to love and affection for 
the only aliment which it most and chiefly desires, 
repeKed in this search, frowned on by its supe- 
riors as if it were something base, will, in lime, grow 
to be habitually wilful, even as the treatment which 
has schooled it. Had I been governed and guided 
by justice, I am sure that I should never have been 
unjuct. 

My 'waywaraness in cniiunood did not often 
amount to rudeness, and never, I may safely say, 
where rJulia was concerned. In her case, it was 
simply the exercise of a sullenness which repelled 
her approaches, even as its own approaches had 
been repelled by others. At such periods I went 
apart, communing sternly with myself, refusing the 
sympathy that I most yearned after, and resolving 
not to be comforted. Let me do the dear child the 
justice to say tiiat the only eflect which this conduct*. 
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had upon her, was lo increai^ her anxieties to soothe 
the repulsive spirit which should have offended her. 
Perhaps; to provoke this anxiety in on^i it loves, is 
the chief desire of suffi a ijpirit. It loves to behold 
tfie persevering d<»votion, vvhich it yet pew’verseljj 
^oils to discourage. It srfliles within, with a bitter 
triumph, as it co»ntcmplate«uit% owrr power to impart 
the same sorrow which gimilar perversity has 
alrefidy i»fde it.l'eel. 

But, wntiout seeking larther to analyze ana atr* 
count for such a spirit, it is quite suffici^t if I have 
described it. Perhaps, there are othe^hearls equally 
froward and wayward with#my own. I Sfnow not 
if my story will amend — perhaps it may not even 
instruct or inform them ; — I feel that no story, 
ever truthful, could have disarmed the humour of 
that particular mood of mind which shows itself in 
the blindn(?ss of the heart under which it was my lot 
to labour. I did not want knowledge of my own 
perversity. I knew — I felt k, fis clearly as if i had 
seen it written in characters of light, on the walls of 
my chamber. • But, until it had exhafi^ted itself and 
passed away by its own proiicsses, no effort^if mine 
could have overcome or banished it. I stalked 
apart, under its influence, fi gloomy savage — scorn- 
ful and sad — stern, yet ijuffering — denying myself 
equally, in the perverse and wanton denial to whicti 
I condemned all others. 

Perhaps, sor^^etljing^of this temper is derived frofti 
‘the yearnings of tho mental nature. It may belong 
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somewhat to the naturd direction of a mind having 
a decided tendency to imaginative pursuits. There 
is a dim, VQgue, indefinite struggle, for ever going 
on iiiihe nature of such a nof^on, after an existence 
?ind relations very foreign to theaworld in which Jt 
lijps; and equally far fro'tn, and hostile to, that con- 
dition in which it thrives. The vague discontent of 
such a mind is one of causes of its activity ; and 
ho\y far it may stimulated into diseas^ activity 
bjf injudicious treatment, is a question of Targe im- 
portance foil the consideration of philosophers. The 
imaginative nature is one singularly sensitive in its 
conditions ; quick, jealeus, watchful, earnest, stirring, 
and perpetually breaking down the ordinary barriers 
c<Si!|he actfial, in its struggles to ascertain the extent of 
the possible. The tyranny which drives it from the 
ordinary resources and enjoyments of the young, by 
throwing it more completely on its own, impels into 
desperate activity that daring of the imaginative 
mood, which, at no time, is wanting in courage and 
audacity. My mind was one singularly imaginative 
in its structure'; and my ardent tempe^'ament contri- 
buted largely to its activity, yolitude, into which I 
was forced by the repulsive and unkind treatment of 
my relatives, was also favourable to the exercise of 
this influence ; and my heart may be said to have 
tUken, in turn, every colour and aspect which in- 
formed my eyes. It was a blind heart for this very 
reason, in respect to all those things for which it 
should have had' a colour of its own. Books and the 
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woods — the voice of waters^ and of song — the dim 
mysteries of poetry, and the whispers of lonely 
forest-wcilks, which beguiled me into myself, and 
more remotely from my fellows, were all, so far as 
n^y social relalions^wcre coTjccrned, evil in^uences ! 
Iitilucnces which were onl^^in part overcome fey the 
cummunion of such gentle beings as William Edgffr- 
ton and Julia Clifford. 

With these friends, and these (jnly, T grew up. 
As my ^'cafs advandtd, my idtfmacy with 
former increased, and with the latter .diminished. 
But this diminution of intimacy did jjot lessen the 
kindness of her feelings, or the ordinary deyptedness 
of mine. She was still — wTien the perversity of 
heart made me not Wind — the sweet cri^ature to 
whom the task of ministration was a pleasure ^n- 
nitely beyond any other which I knew. But, as she 
grew up tp girlhood, other prospects opened upon 
her eyes, and other purposes upon those of her pa- 
rents. At twelve, she was carried iby maternal 
vanity into company — sent to the dancing-^hool — 
provided with teachers in music anefe painting, and 
made to understand — so far as the afctions^ looks, 
and words of all around cdflW teach — that she was 
the cynosure of all eyes, t^ Whom the whole world 
was bound in deference. Fortunately, in the case 
of Julia, the usual effects oT maternal folly and indis^ 
cretion did not ensue. Nature interposed to protect 
her, and saved her in spite of then* all. She was 
-^still the meek, moaesi thild, solicitoiis of the happi- 
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ness of all around her, i— unobtrusive, unassuming, — 
kind to her inferiors, respectful to superiors, and 
courteous to, and considerate of, all other- persons, 
Her^. advancing years,* whicfe rendered these new 
acquisitions and accompiishmerUs desirable, if rk>i 
necessary, at the same ♦time prompted her foolfsh 
mother to another step which betrayed the hu- 
miliating regard which she enfertained for me. 
When I was se\pnteen, Julia was twelve, and when 
»«tner she nor myself had a solitary tHouglit of love, 
the over-cqnsiderate mother began to think, on this 
subject, for both. The result of her cogitations 
determioed her that jt was no longer fitting that 
Julia should be my companion. Our rambles in the 
woods together were forbidden; and Julia was 
gravely informed that I was a poor youth, though 
her cousin, — an orphan, whom her father’s charity 
supported, and whom the public charity schooled. 
The poor child artlessly told me all this, in a vain 
effor/ to procure from pie an explanation of the mys- 
tery, (which her mother had either failed or neglected 
to explain,) b^ which such circumstar\ces were made 
to account for the new commands which had been 
given 'her. Well mi^( she, in her simplicity of 
heart, wonder why it wa^, that because I was poor, 
she should be familiar with me no longer. 

The circumstance opened my eyes to the fact 
that Julia was a tall girl, growing fast, already in 
ker teens, and Ifkely, under the rapicjjy maturing in- 
fluence of our^summer sun, to be soon a woman.* 
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But just then, — ^just when tshe first tasked me to 
solve the mystery of her mother’s strange requisi- 
tions, 1 did not think of this. I was toq much filled 
with indignation, — the^mortilied self-esteem w^ too 
jfctively working isi my bosom to suffer moito thinly 
oT any thing but the indignity with which 1 was 
treated. A bri^f portion of the dialogue between 
the child and myself, will give some glinipses of the 
blind heart by which I was afflicted. 

“Oh, you*do not understand it* Julia. You 
not know, then, that you are the daughter of a rich 
merchant — the only daughter, — that ^you have ser- 
vants to wait on you, and a carriage at command, — 
that you can wear fine silks, and have all things 
that money can buy, and a rich man’s daifghter d^ 
sire. You don’t know these things, Julia, eh?” 

“ Yes, fidward, I hear you say so now, and I 
hear mamma often say the same things ; but still I 
don’t see ” 

“ You don’t see why that sijoiild make a diffeiience 
between yourself and your poor cousin, eh'^ Well, 
but it does; aqd though you don’t sedjt now, yet it 
will not be very long before ^ou will see, an(k under- 
stand it, and act upon it,*too, as promptly as the 
wisest among them. Don’dt you know that I am the 
object of your father’s charity — that his bounty feeds 
me — and that it would not be seemly that the worlc> 
should behold me on a familiar footing of equality 
or intimacy wi|h the daughter of nSy benefactor- 
-my patron — without wnom I should probably starve,, 
or be a common beggar upon the highway?” 
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“But father would npt suffer that, Edward.” 

“ Oh, no ! no ! — he would not suffer it, Julia, sim- 
ply because his own pride and name woulcl feel the 
sharpe and disgrace of 'such athing. But though he 
would tjOep me from beggary ;ind the highway, 
Julia,' neither he nor yaur mother would spend a 
sixpence or make an effort to save my feelings from 
pain and misery. They protect me from the scorn 
of others, l^ut they use me for their own.” 
i'.'^he girl hung her head in silence. 

“ And yg^u, loo,” I added; — “the time will come 
when you, l(\o, Julia, will shrink as promptly as 
themseli/es from being seen with your poor rela- 
tion. You ” 

“No ! no ! Edward — how can you think of such 
a thing !” she replied with girlish chiding. 

“ Think it ! — I know it ! The time u-ill soon be 
here. But — obey your mother, Julia. Go! Leave 
me now. Begin at once the lesson which, before 
many days, you wi|l nnd it very easy to learn.” 

This -was all very manly, so I fancied at the time ; 
and then, blind with the perverse heart which trited 
within, me, 1 felt not the wantonness of my mood, 
and heeded not the bTuer pain wl)ich I occasioned 
to her gentle bosom. llpr little hand grasped mine, 
her warm tears fell upon it; but I flung away from 
iher grasp, and left her to those childish meditations 
which I had made sufficiently mournful. 

Subsequent reflection, while it showed me the 
brutality of my conduct to Jfalia, ^opened my eyes tq 
the true meaning of her mother’s interdiction; and 
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increased the pang of those* bitter feelings, which 
my conscious dependence had awakened in my 
breast. It was necessary ihat this dependence 
should be lessened ; that, as#l was now approaching 
n^pnhood, I should cast about for the fuliT»'^ 
adopt wisely and at once tlie means of my support 
hereafter. It wrf% necessary that I should begin the 
business of life. On this head I had aiready re- 
flected somev^hat, and tny thought^^had taken ih^ir 
direction from more than one conference whicbT 
had had with William Edgerton. HisTather was 
an eminent lawyer, and the law had ^een adopted 
for his profession also. I determined to finake it 
mine; and to speak ^on this subject to my uncle. 
This I did. I chose an afternoon, the very week 
which my conversation had taken place with Julia, 
and, while the dinner things were undergoing re- 
moval, with some formality requested a private 
interview with him. He looked rouni at me with 
a raised brow of inquiry, — rKxlfled his head,— and 
shortly after rose from the table. aunt stared 
with an air of SHpcrcilious wonder ; while poor Julia, 
timid and trembling, barely^ jicntured to givd, me a 
single look, which said, — and lhat was enough for 
me — “ I wish I dared say rtiore.” 

My conference with my uncle was not of long 
duration. I told him it was my purpose, — my de * 
sire, — to begin as soon as possible to do something 
for myself. Hk aiisw«r signified that such was his 
opinion also. So far we were agreed ; but when I 
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told him that it was Iny wish to study the law, he 
answered with sufficient, and as 1 thought, scornful 
abruptness*— 

The law, indeed ! What puts the law^ into your 
head? * What preparations have you made to stu^y 
the law ? You know nothing of languages which 
every lawyer should know — Lat^n — 

I interrupted him to say that I had some slight 
knowledge of I^atin — suflicient, I fancied, for all 
Yegal purposes. 

“ Ah ! ftideed ! where did you get it?'' 

“ A friend lent me a grammar and dictionary, 
and I studied myself.*^ 

“ Oh, you are ambitious ; but you deceive yourself. 
Ji-OU we^re never made for a lawyer. Besides, how 
are you to live while prosecuting your studies? 
No, no! I have been thinking of something for 
you, Edward, — and, just now% it happenS fortunately 
that old Sqpire Farmer, the bricklayer, wants some 
apprentices 

I colild scarcely listen thus far. 

“ I thank you, sir, but 1 have no disposition to be 
a bricklayer.” 

“ You must do something for yourself. You can- 
not expect to eat the bread of idleness. I have done, 
and will do for you wha,^ I can, — whatever is neces- 
sary; — but I have my own family to provide for. J 
cannot rob my own child ” 

“Nor do f expect it, Mr. . Clifford,” I replied 
hastily, and with some indignation. “ It is my wish. 
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sir, to draw as little as possillie from your income 
and resources. 1 would not rob Julia Clifford of a 
single dobar. Nay, sir, I trust before mayy years to 
be able to refund you e^ery popper which has Jpeen 
sp^nt upon me from the moment I entered your 
household.” 

lie said hastily^ — 

“ 1 wish nothing of that, Edward ; — but^he law is 
a study of years, and is ^expensive and unpromising 
in every respc*ct. Your clothes already call for ^ 
considerable sum, and such a profession requires, 
more than almost any other, that a student should 
be well dressed.” 

1 promise you, sir, that my dress shall be such 
as shall not tres[)ass upon your income. I lhall be 

governed by as much economy ” 

lie interrupted me to say, that 
“His duty required that his brother’s son should 
he dresseed as well as his associates.” 

T rc[)lied, witli tolerable con^oeurc — 

“ I do not think, sir, that bricklaying would sfiit me. 

I have flattcred^rnysclf, sir, that my talfi^jt ” 

“Oh, you have talents, then, have you T •WelL 
it is fortunate that the discovery nas been made in 
season.” 

I bore with^ this, though mv cheek was burning, 
and said, — with an cllbrt to preserve my voice and 
Lemper, in which, though the difficulty was great, I 
was tolerably successful — 

‘ “You have misunderstood me in* some things, 
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Mr. Clifford ; — and I will try now to explain myself 
clearly in others. Having resolved, sir, that the 
law shall my profession ” 

‘V?a! resolved, say 

“ Yey^ sir.” 

^ Well, go on — go on'!” 

“ Having resolved to pursue the study of law, and 
seeing thaj^ I am burdensome and expensive to you — 
bejlieving, too, that I can relieve you of the burden, — 
fhave simply requested permission ot you to make 
the attempt.” 

“ Why, hoiv do you propose to do so — how can 
you support yourself-^that is, relieve me of the bur- 
den of your expenses, — and study law at the same 
lime.” 

“ Such things have been done, sir ; and can be 
done again. I flatter myself I can do it. Industry 
will enable me to do so. I propose to apply for a 
clerkship in a mercantile establishment, which 1 
know stands in need pf assistance, and while there, 
will pursue my studies in such intervals of leisure as 
the business will afford me.” 

** You seem to have the matter ready cut and 
dry. Why do you come to me, then ? Remember, 
I can make no advances” 

“ I need none, sir. My simple object with you, 

^ sir, was to declare my intention, and to request that 
I may be permitted to refer to you the merchants to 
whom I mean to apply, for a knowledge of my 
character and attainments.” 
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‘‘Oh, certainly, you may — for the character; — 
but as to the attainments” — with a sneering smile — 
“ of them I can say nothingj* and, perhSps, the less 
said the better. Fve no doitbt you’ll do well eflough 
\^ith the merchants. It does not need mucfi geniu^ 
#r attainment for such situations. But, if you’ll take 
my counsel, you’ll go to the bricklayer. We want 
bricklayers sadly. To be a tolerable lavfyer, parts 
are necessary; and God knows tIie,country is 
stocked with them already. Better a little 

while longer. Speak to old Farmer yourself.” 

I smiled bitterly — thanked him fo? his counsel, 
which was only a studied forrfi of insult, and turned 
away from him witho^it further speech, anjj with a 
proud swelling of indignation at my heart. ThuS*' 
our conference ended. A week after, I was en- 
sconced behind the counter of a wholesale dealer, 
and my hands were already busy in turning over 
the heavy folios of Chitty and Blackston#. 
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CHAPTER 111. 

^^Qehold me, then, merchandizing by day, and con- 
ning by night the intricate mysteries of law. Books 
for the latfer purpose were furnished by my old 
iriend, William Edgerton, from his father’s library. 
He himself was a student, beginning about the sanic 
time with myself; though with the superior privilege 
^f devoting himself exclusively to this study. But if 
he had more time, 1 was more indefatigable. My 
pride was roused, and emulation soon enabled me 
to supply the want of leisure. My nighLs were sur- 
rendered, almost wholly, to my new pursuit. I toiled 
with all the earnestness which distinguished my tem- 
perament, stimulated to a yet higher degree by those 
feelings of pride and pique, which v^ere resolved to 
convince my sceptical, uncle that I was not entirely 
without those talents, the assertion of which had so 
promptly provoked his sneer. Besides, I had 
already learned that no «;uch scheme as mine could 
be successfully prosecuted, unless by a stern resolu- 
tion; and this implied the constant presence of a 
close, undeviating method m my studies. I tasked 
myself accordingly to read — understandingly, if pos- 
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sible — so many pages everf night, making my notes, 
queries, doubts, &g., en passant. In order to do 
this, I prescribed to myself a rule, to^pass directly 
from the toils of the flay the store, to 11134 cham- 
|I)er, suffering no stoppage by the way, and^tudiousjy 
denying myself the dangerous fascinations of that 
society which wns every where at command, in the 
persons of young men about my own age and condi- 
tion. The intensity of my character, and the sjispi- 
ciousness which it induced, helped me in this defer- 
niiriation. Perhaps, there is no greater danger to a 
young man’s habits of study and business, than a 
chat at the street corner, wbh a merry and thought- 
less group. A single half hour consumed in this 
manner, is almost always fatal to the • remainiitg 
hours of the day. It breaks into the circle, and im- 
pairs the method, without wdiich the passage of the 
sun becofnes a very weary, and always an unprofit- 
able progress. If you would be a student, or any 
thing, you must plunge headlong into it at the^begin- 
ning — bury yourself in your business, and ^ork your 
way out of your toils, by sheer, do^ed industry. 

My labours were so far successful that I could 
prosecute my studies with independence. I had 
left the house of my ur>cle the moment I took em- 
ployment in the merc^antile house. My salary, 
though small, was ample ; with my habits, it 
particularly so. I had few of those vices in which 
young men a^e ^pt t^ indulge, and*which, when tlfby 
become habits, cease unhappily t8 be regarded as 
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vices. I used tobacco in no shape, and no ardent 
spirits. I needed no stimulants, and, by the way, 
true industry never does. It is only indolence that 
needs, drink; and indolence hoes need it; and the 
sooner drunkenness kills indolence by the use O" 
drink, the better for society. The only objection to, 
liquors as an agent for ridding the; community of a 
nuisance, is, that it is rather too slow, and too offen- 
sive in its detailed operations,; arsenic would be far 
le^s offensive, more summary, and is far more cer- 
tain. You <would seek vainly to cure drunkenness, 
unless you firibt cure the idleness which is its root 
and strength, and, wbile they last, its permanent 
support. But my object is not homily. 

[f I was free from vices such as these, however, 
I had vices of my own, which were only less odious 
as they were less obvious. That vexing, self-tor- 
menting spirit of which I have spoken as the evil 
genius that fogged my footsteps — that moral per- 
verseness which I described as the “ blind 

heart”— still afflicted me, though in a far less degree 
now than when I was the inmate of my uncle’s 
dwelling, and exposed to all the caprices of himself, 
his wife and servants. I kept on good terms with 
my employers, for the very natural reason that they 
saw me attend to my business and theirs, with a 
^hfearty cheerfulness that went to work promptly in 
whatever was to be done, and executed its tasks 
xfrith steady fortitude, neatness, apd )capidity. But, 
even with them,' I had my sulks — my huihoiirs — my 
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stubborn fits of sullenness, that seemed anxious tc 
provoke opposition, and awaken ^rath. These 
however, they consWerately forgave in con§^deratior 
of my real usefulness ; and as they perceived J^a, 
whatever might have been the unpleasantness occa^ 
sioned by these specimens of spleen, they were nevci 
sutiered to interfere with or retard th^ operations oi 
business. It’s an ugly way he*s got,” was, proba< 
bly, the utmost extent of what cither of the partner^ 
said; and of what is commonly saickon such occa^ 
sions by most ])ersons, who do n(^t care to troubld 
themselves with a too clo^ in(]uiry. 

Well, at tw'cnty-onc, William Edgerton and my 
self were admitted to the practice of fhe law%*Jtnc 
that too with considerable credit to ourselves. I hac 
long siifce been carried by my friend into his famil} 
circle; •and Mr. Edgerton, his father, had beer 
pleased to distinguish me with sundry attentions 
which w^ere only gratcful^tc^ me in consequence oi 
the unusual deference with which hts mannei^ 
evinced liis regard. His gentle fti^uiries and per- 
suasive suggestions beguiled me into moFe freedom 
of speech than 1 had ever before been accustomed 
to; and his judicious ripanagement of my troubled 
spirit, for a lime, stifled its contradictions, and sup- 
pressed its habitual tendencies. But it was 
some jealousy, and an erectness of manner which 
was surely ungracious, though, fierhaps, not oflfen- 
sive, that I endured and replied It) his inquiries into 
my personal condition, my resources, and the nature 

4 # 
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of that dependence which I bore to the family of 
my uncle. When he learned — which he did not 
from rK(iw-in what mannef: I hhd pursued my stu- 
diQ« — afternvhat toils of the day, and at what late 
hours of the night, — when 'he found from a close 
private examination, which he had given me, before 
my admission that my knowledge of the law was 
quite ,as good as the greater number of those who 
apply for admission, — he was pleased to express his 
astonishment at my perseverance, and delight at my 
success. When,ttoo, in addition to this, he disco- 
vered, up^m a minute inquiry from my employers 
and others, that 1 was abstemious, and indulged in 
noVxcesses of any kind, his interest in me increased, 
as I thought, who had been accustomed to nothing 
Df the sort, beyond all reasonable measure, — and I 
soon had occasion to perceive that it was? no idle 
curiosity that^ prompted his consideration and 
inquiry! 

Without' my knowledge, he paid a visit to my 
uncle. This gentleman, I may be permitted here to 
say, had ,been quite as much surprised as any body 
else, at my determined prosecution of my studies in 
spite of the difficulties by v/hich I was surrounded. 
That I was pursuing them, .while in the mercantile 
eSfeiblishment to w^hich I had gone, he did not be- 
lieve; and very frequently when I was at his house — 
for I visited the family, and sometimes, though un- 
frequently, dined ^^ith them on a Sabbath — he jeered 
me on my progress — the “ wonderful progress,’’ as 
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he was pleased to term it— which he felt sure I was 
making with my Coke and Blackstone, ^hile baling 
blankets, or bundling ifp plj^ins and kerseys. .This 
I«bore patiently, sustained as I was by lha proud, 
intiomitable spirit within rm, which assured fne of 
the ultimate triumph which I felt positive would en- 
sue. I enjoyed his surprise — a surprise tjjat looked 
something like consternation — when the very dayjof 
my admission to the bar, and after that event, I en- 
countered him in the street, and in answer to his 
usual sarcastic inquiry : 

“Well, Edward, how doe% the law con^ on? 
How is Sir William Blackstone, Sir Edward Coke, 
and the rest of the white heads?'’ 

I simply put the parchment into his hands which 
declared mf formal introduction to those venerable 
gentry. 

“ Why, you don’t mean ? Is it possible? So you 
really are a lawyer, eh?” 

“You see, sir, — and that, too, withoift any 
Creek.” 

“ Well, and what good is it to do you T T® have 
a profession, Edward, is one thins: ; to ^ei business, 
another !” 

“Yes, sir, — but I take it^ the profession must be 
had first. One step is gained. That much is sure. 
The other, I trust, will follow in due season.” 

“ True, but I still think that the brfcklayer would 
make the more money. " 
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‘‘ Were money making, sir, the only object ol 
lite, perhaps, then, that would Ih^ the most desirable 
business; but- 

“Oh,, I forgot, — the talents, the talents arc todje 
considered,'’ 

And after the utterance of this sneer, as may be 
supposed, our dialogue did not much longer continue, 

I did not know of ihc contemplated visit of Mr. 
Edgertori to my worthy uncle, nor of its purpose, or 
I should, ijiost assuredly, have put my veto upon the 
measure vvitj^ all the tenacity ol’ a resentful spirit; 
but tids gentleman, jvho was a man of nice sensi- 
bility as well as strong good sense, readily compre- 
, bended 'a portion of my secret history from what 
was known to him. He easily conceived that my 
uncle was somewhat of a niggard fron. the manner 
in which I had employed myself during my prepa- 
ration for the bar. He thought, however, that my 
unrle, though unwilling to expend money in the pro- 
secutirn of a scheme which lie did not approve — 
now that the scheme was so far successful as to 
afford every promise of a reasonable harvest, could 
not (fo less than come ’forward to tiie assistance of 
one who had shown' speh a determined disposition 
to assist himself. He was mistaken. He little knew 
the man. His interview with my uncle was a short 
one. The parties were already acquainted, though 
not intimately. They knew eacli other as persons 
of standing iu the same ebmniunity, and this made 
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the opening of Mr. Edgertoh’s business easy. I 
state the tenor of the interview as it came to my 
knowledge afterwards. 

Mr. Clifford,” he sa?d, “ you have a nephew-^a 
ydjung gentleman, \tho has been recently atlmitted 
tQ the bar, — Mr. Edward (Gifford.” 

The reply, with a look of wonder, was necessa- 
rily affirmative. 

“ I have had much pleasure,” conbnued the othejr, 
“ in knowing him for some time. He is an intimate 
of my eldest son, and from what has mcff my eyes, 
sir, I should say, you are fortunate ^in having a 
nephew of so much promise.” 

“ Why, yes, sir, I believe ne is a ciever youin 
enough was the costive answer. 

“ He is more than that, sir. I regard him, indeed, 
as a most astonishing young man. The very man- 
ner in which he has pursued his studies while en- 
gaged in the harassing labours of a largg wholesale 
business house of this city — alcfhe establishes this 
fact.” 

The cheeks ef my uncle reddened.. The last 
sentence of Mr. Edgerton \yas unfortunate for his 
object. It conveyed a tacit rqproof, wliich the nig- 
gardly conscience of Mr. Clifford readily appropri- 
ated and, perhaps, anticipated. He dreaded lest 
Mr. Edgerton knew all. 

“ You are probably aware, Mr. Edgerton,” he 
replied with equal Iiysitcyicy and haste — “ you have 
heard that Edward Clifford is an ornhan— that he 
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has nothing, and it was therefore necessary that he 
should learn to employ himself; though it was 
against my wish, sir, that he went into n, mercan- 
tile -house.’' 

TJiere was something suppressed in this — a mean 
evasion — for he could not easily have told Mr. 
Edgertori, without a blush, that, instead of the mer- 
cantile v^slablishment, he would have made me a 
brick-layer’s hodman. But this, it seems, Edgerton 
had found out for himself. His reply,howevcr, was 
calculated to soothe the jealous apprehensions of 
Mr. Clifford. He had an object in view, which he 
thought too importaiit to risk for the small pleasure 
of a passing sarcasm. 

Perhaps, it has happened for the best, Mr. Clif- 
ford. You were right in requiring the young man 
to do for himself. Were I worth millions, sir, I 
should still prefer that my son should learn that 
lesson — that he should work out his own deliverance 
with the sweat of hb own brow.” 

“ I agree with you, sir, perfectly,” replied the 
other, with increased complacency. “ A boy learns 
to value his money as^he should, only when he has 
earned it for himsell^” 

“Ah! it is not for this object simply,” — replied 
Mr. Edgerton, — “ that I would have him acquire ‘ 
habits of industry — it is for the moral results which 
such habits producc,-^-the firmness, character, con- 
sistency — the strength and independence — temper- 
ance, justice — all of which arise, and almost only, 
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from obedience to this law. Cut it is clear that one 
cannot do every thing by himself, and this young 
man, though he has gone on in a manner that might 
shame the best of us, is^still not so thoroughly ii^CN 
perndent as he fancies himself. It will be soj^ie time 
beTore he will be able to realize any thing frofn his 
profession, and he will need some small assistance 
in the mean time.’^ 

“ I cannot help him,” exclaimed Mr. Clifford, 
abruptly, — “1* have nof the mcailf to spare. My 
own family need every thing that I can^ive. He 
has himself only tp blame. He chose Jiis profession 
for himself. I warned him j^ainst it. He needn’t 
send to me.” 

“ Do not mistake Inc, Mr. Cliflbrd iaid Mr. 
Edgerton, calmly. “ Your nephew knows nothing 
of my presSnt visit. I would be loth that he should 
know. It iwas the singular independence of his 
mind that led me to the conviction, that he would 
sooner die than ask assistance from aiiy body, .that 
persuaded me to suggest to you in what manjier you 
might afford him an almost necessary*help, without 
ofiending his sensibility.” 

“ Humph !” exclaimed the other, while a sneer 
mantled upon his lips. “ yoTr are very considerate, 
Mr. Edgerton ; but the same sensibilities might 
prompt him to reject the assistance when tendered.” 

“No, sir,” replied Edgerton, mildly — “I think 1 
could manage tjiat.” 

“ I am sorrv, sir, that 1 cannot second vour wishes 
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in any material respefct was the answer of my 
uncle ; — “ but I will see Edward, and let him know 
tiiat my hc\use is open to him as it was from the 
lime he was four yearij? old'; and he shall have a 
seat at my table until he can establish himself mol^ 
to his satisfaction ; but Uioney, sir, — in truth, I havQ 
not a cent to spare. My own necessities ” 

‘‘ Enoug;h, sir,” said Mr. Edgerton, mildly — I 
talfe it for granted, Mr. Clifford, that if you could 
contribute to the success of your brother’s son, you 
certainly vrould neither refuse nor refrain to do so.” 

‘‘ Oh, surely, — certainly not,” replied the other, 
hastily.^ “Any ihingnthat I could do, — any thing 
in reason, sir, I should be very happy to do, 
'but 

And then followed the usual rigmarole about 
“his own family,” and “hard times,” and “dimi- 
nished resources,” and all those stereotype common- 
places which are for ever on the lips of stereotype 
insincere people. Mr., Clifford did not perceive the 
dry and somewhat scornful inuendo which lay at 
the bottom Mr. Edgerton’s seemingly innocent 
assumption ; and the latter took his leave, vexed 
with himself at having made the unsuccessful appli- 
cation, — but still more angry with the meanness of 
character which he had encountered in my uncle. 
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(.HAPTER IV. 


It is not improbable that, after a few hours given 
to calm reflection, my uncle perceived how ob- 
noxious he might be made to public censwre for his 
narrow treatment of my claims; and^the next day 
he sent for me in order to tender me the freedom of 
his house — a tender which he had made the day 
before to Mr. Edgerton in my behalf. But'^iis offer 
had been already anticipated by that excellent 
friend that ^cry day. Coming warm and fresh from 
his intervioiw with my uncle, he called upon me, 
and in a very plain, direct, business-like, but yet 
kind and considerate manne^ i^iformecT me thai he 
stood very much in need of an assistant who would 
prepare his papers — did me the honct^ir to say that 
he fancied I would suit him better than any body 
else he knew, and offered m*e six hundred dollars for 
my services in that capacity for the first year of my 
service. My engagement to him, he , said at the 
same time, did not imply sucti entire employment as 
would incapacitate me for the execution of any busi- 
ness which mi^ht he intrusted to my hands indivi- 
dually. 1 was permitted me use of a desk in his 
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office, and was also permitted to hang out my own 
banner from his window. I readily persuaded my- 
self that I^could bo of service to Mr. Edgerton, — 
suoh^service as would, perha^3s, leave my obligation 
a light Qne — and promptly acceded to his offer. Ue 
had Scarcely departed when a servant brought 
note from Mr. Clifford. Even while meditating 
what he fancied was a favour, he could not forbear 
the usual sneer. The following was his communi- 
cation: 

“Dear Edward, — I f you can spare a moment 
from }tour numerous clients, and arc not in a great 
hurry to make your deposits, you will suffer me to 
see you rt the office before iWo o’clock. 

“ Yours, affectionately, 

“ J. B. C'^IFFORD.” 

“ Very affectionately !” I exclaimed. It might be 
nothing more than,A J^leasantry which he intended 
by the offensive passages in his note; but the whole 
tenor of his character and conduct forbade this con- 
viction. “ No ! no !” 1 muttered to myself, as the 
doubt suggested itself to my mind; “no! no! it is 
the old insolence — the insolence of pride, of con- 
scious wealth—of power, as he thinks, to crush! 
But he is mistaken. He shall find defiance. Let 
him but repeat those sarcasms and that sneer which 
are but too frbquent on his lips when he speaks to 
me, and I wilBanswer him, for the first time, bv a 
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narration which shall sting Inm to the very soul, if 
he has one !” 

This Resolution was scarjcely made? when the 
image of Julia Clifford — tbe sweet child — a*(?hild 
1^0 w no longer — tlfe sweet woman, — interpSsc^, and 
4ny temper was subdued of its resolve, though its 
bitterness remained unqualified. 

And what of Julia Clifibrd? I have saW but little 
of her for sojtic time p;ist, but shejias not been for- 
gotten. Far from it. She w^as still sufficiently the 
attraction that drew me to the dwelling oT my selfish 
uncle. In the three years that I hrW beermat the 
mercantile establishment, her*progress, in mind and 
person, had been equally ravishing and ra]oid. She 
was no more the child, but the blooming girl — the 
delicate blossom swelling to the bud — the bud burst- 
ing into the newer, — but the bloom, and the beauty, 
and the iribocence — the rich tenderness, and the 
dewy sweet, still remained the same th^augh all the 
stages of her progress from the Infant to the w^oman. 
Wealth, and the arrogant example of those about 
her, had failed to change the naturally true and 
pure simplicity of her character. She was rfiot to 
be beguiled by the one, nor gpisguided by the other, 
from the exquisite heart vfhich was still worthy of 
Eden. When I was admUied to the bar at twenty- 
one, she was sixteen — the age in our southern 
country wdien a maiden looks her loveliest. But I 
had scarcely fek tljp changes in the last three years 
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which had been going on in her. I beheld beauties 
added to beauties, charms to charms; and she 
seemed every day to be the possessor* of new 
graces newly dropped from Theaven ; but there was 
no c^ijge. Increased perfecti'bn does not impTy 
change, nor docs it suffer it. It was my custom, 
the condescending wish of my uncle expressed, that 
I should take my Sunday dinner with his family. I 
complied with this request, and it was no hard mat- 
ter to do so. But it was a sense of delight, not of 
duty, that made me comply; and, but for Julia, I 
feel certa^^n that I should never have darkened the 
doors, which opened to admit me only through a 
sense of duty. But the attraction — scarcely known 
to myself — drew me with singular punctuality; and 
1 associated the privilege which had been accorded 
me with another. I escorted the ladies to church ; 
sometimes, too, when the business of my employers 
permitted, T spent an evening during the week with 
the family; and beholding Julia, I was not over- 
anxious to perceive the indifference with which I 
was treated by all others. 

But let me retrace my steps. I subdued my 
choler so far as to go^ with a tolerable appearance 
of calmness, if not humility, to the interview which 
my uncle had been pleased to solicit. I need not re- 
peat in detail what passed between us. It amounted 
simply to a supercilious offer, on his part, of lodging 
and board, until I should be sufficiently independent 
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«to open the oyster for mysolf. I thanked him with 
respect and civility, but, to fiis surprise, declined to 
accept bis offer. 

‘ Why, what do yoLppropose to do he dema^jded. 

‘ Do what I lijj^vc been doing for the ijjree past 
5^ears ; work for myself, cuad pay my board from the 
proceeds of my own labour.” 

“What, you back to the merchants, do you? 
You are wiser than I thought. The law would not 
give you yoUr bread here for t\^enty years in this 
city.” 

“ You are mistaken, uncle I saic^ good humour- 
edly — “ it is from the law that I propose toiget my 
bread.” 

“Indeed! — You ^re even more sanguine than I 
thought you. But, pray, upon what do you base 
your expectations? — the talents, I suppose.” 

1 felt th#j rankling of this well known and offen- 
sive sneer, but replied simply to the point. 

“ No, sir, upon assurances \\hich yoti will p);oba- 
bly think far more worthy of respect. I have 
already been employed by Mr. Efigerton as an 
attorney, at a salary of six hundred dollars.” 

“ Ah, indeed I Well, yoif are a fortunate fellow, I 
must say, to get such a helf)ing hand at the outset. 
But you may want some small amount to begin 
with — you cannot d^;aw upun Mr. Edgerton before, 
services are rendered, and if fifty or a hundred dol- 
lars, Edward ” 

“ I thank you, ^r ; — so far from wanting money, 

5 * 
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I should be almost able to lend some. I have 
saved some two hundred from my mercantile 
salary.” 

enjoyed the ghasil^y gKn which rose to his 
features^ It was evident that he was not please^i 
that I should be independent. He had set out witn 
the conviction, when my father died, that my sup- 
port and education would devolve upon him, and 
though they did not, yet it w^as plain enough to me 
that he was not unwilling that such should be the 
impression^of the community. I had disarmed him 
entirely by th^e simplest process, and, mortified at 
being ^disappointed, he was disposed to hate the 
youth who had baffled him. It was the strangest 
, thing in /.he world that such should be the feeling of 
any man, and that, too, in reference to so near a 
relation ; but the case is nevertheless Irhe. I saw 
it in his looks that moment — I felt it in bis accents. 
I knew that such was the real feeling in his soul. 
There are motive^ which grow from vanities, 
piques, ^rivalries, and tfie miserable ostentations of a 
small spirit, which act more terribly upon the pas- 
sions of man, than even the desire of gain or the 
love of woman. The heart of Mr. Clifford, was, 
after its particular fashipn, a blind heart, like my 
own. 

“ Well, I am glad you are so well off. You will 
dine with us on Sunday, I suppose'?” 

My affirrnatk/e was a matter of course ; and, on 
Sunday, the evident gratification of Julia when she 
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uaw me, amply atoned for aH her father's asperities 
and injustice. She had heard of my success — and 
though in a sneer from the lips of her father — it was 
not the less productiv^of aji evident delight tester. 
She met me with the expression of this delight upon 
all her features. 

“ I am so glad, so very glad, and so surprised, 
too, cousin Edward, at your success. Aqd yet you 
kept it all to yourself. You might have told me, 
at least, that you were studying^Taw. Why was 
it that I was never allowed to know of your 
intention V* 

“ Your father knew^ it, Juli^.'’ 

“ Yes, so he says now. He says you told him 
something about it wfien you first went into^ store ; 
but he did not think you in earnest.'’ 

“ Not in Earnest! He little knew me, Julia.” 

“ But your telling him, Edward, was not telling 
me. Why did you not tell me ?” 

“ You might not have kept py secret, Julia. You 
know what naughty things are said of ycur sex, 
touching your inability to keep a secrdl.” 

Naughty things, indeed ; — naughty and untrue ! 
I’m sure, I should have kept your secret, if you 
desired it. But why should it be a secret ?” 

‘‘ Why, indeed !” I muttered, as the shadow of my 
perverseness passed deeply over my heart. Why, 
unless to protect myself from the sneers which 
would stifle mv ambition, and the ^rcasm which 
would have stung my neari.” 



56 


CONFESSION, 


“ But you have no fear of these from me, cousin 
Edward she said gently, and with dewy eyes, 
while her fuigers slightly pressed upon my. wrist. 

I know not that, cousin^-Julia, — I somehow sus- 
pect ev,ery thing and every body now. I feci veny 
lonel'y in the world — as if there was a destiny *at 
work to make my whole life one long conflict, 
which I must carry on without 'sympathy or suc- 
cour.” 

Oh, these alt only notions, Edward.” 

‘‘ Notiops !” I exclaimed, giving her a bitter smile 
as I spoke, vyjhile my thoughts reverted to the three 
yearsV)f unremitting^ and almost uncheered labour 
through which I had passed. 

‘‘Yes* notions, only, cousih Edward. You arc 
full of such notions. You every now and then start 
up with a new one; and it makes you ‘gloomy and 
discontented ■” 

“ I make no complaints, Julia.” 

‘‘ No, that is the worst of it. You make no com- 
plaints, I think, because you do not wish to be cured 
of them. Yvdu prefer nursing your supposed cause 
of grief, with a sort of solitary pleasure — the grati- 
fication of a haughty 'spirit, that is loo proud to 
seek for solace, and tef find it.” 

Julia had in truth touched upon the true nature 
of my misanthropy — of that self-vexing and self- 
torturing spirit, which too effectually blinds the 
heart. 

“But could il find it, Julia*?” i asked, looking into 
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fier eyes with an expressiorf which I began to feel 
was something very new to mine. 

Perhaps — 1 think — you could,” wa^ the half- 
tremulous answer, as sBe bejjeld the peculiar e^^pses- 
^on of my glancef The entrance of Mrs^CIifford 
>was, perhaps, for the first time, rather a relief'to us 
both. 

‘‘And so you are a lawyer, Edwar^? Well, 
who would have thoughjL it ? It must be a very ea^y 
thing to be made a lawyer.” 

Julia looked at me with eyes that reddened with 
vexation. I felt my gorge rising; bjjt when I re- 
flected upon the ignorance, aad the unworthjTnature 
of the speaker, I overcame the disposition to retort, 
and smilingly replied — 

“It’s not such hard work as bricklaying, cer- 
tainly.” 

“ Ah,” she answered, “ if it were only half so pro- 
fitable. But Mr. Clifford says that a lawyer now is 
only another name for a beggar — a sort of geateel 
beggar. The town’s overrun with them--#half of 
them live uporj their friends.” 

“I trust I shall not add to the number of this 
class, Mrs. Clifford.” 

“ Oh, no ! I know you nerer wull, cousin Edward,” 
exclaimed Julia, with a flu^h upon her cheeks at her 
own temerity. 

“Really, Julia,” said her mother, “ you are very 
confident. Hogtv c^o yju know any thing about it?” 

The sharp glances of rebuke whi(?h accompanied 
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this speech daunted the damsel for a moment, ahcl 
her eyes were suddenly cast in confusion upon the 
ground ; bpt she raised them with boldness a moment 
afteir, as she replied — 

“ Wa^ have every assurance, \nother, for whatj'l 
say, Vn the fact that cobsin Edward has been sup,- 
porting himself at another business, while actually 
pursuing Jthe study of law for these three years ; and 
tljat very pride about which father spoke to-day, is 
another assurance ” 

“ Bless eny stars, child, you have grown very pert 
on a sudden, V> talk about guaranties and assurances, 
just ^ if you was a# lawyer yourself. The next 
thing we hear, I suppose, will be that instead of 
being b&sy over the * Seven Cliampions’ and the last 
fashions, you, too, will be turning over the leaves of 
big law books, and carrying on such studies in se- 
cret to surprise a body, as if there was a'ny merit or 
..good in doing such things secretly.” 

Julia felt that she l^ad only made bad worse, and 
she hujtg her head in silence. For my part, though 
I suppressed ftiy cholcr, the pang wa? only the more 
keenly felt for the effort to hide it. In my secret 
soul, I asked, Will the day never come when I, too, 
will be able to strike ancf* sting?” I blushed, an in- 
stant after, at the small^ and mean appetite for re- 
venge that such an inquiry implied. But I came to 
the support of Julia. 

Let me sa*y, Mrs. Clifford, that, I think — nay, I 
know — that Jftlia is right in her conjecture. The 
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guaranty which I have given to my friends, by the 
pride and industry which I have shown, should be 
sufficient -to convince them wjiat my conduct shall 
be hereafter. I know ^hat J shall never trespass 
u^n their feelings* or their pockets. Th^ shall 
(jeithcr blush for, nor lose bf, their relationship with 
Edward Clifford.’* 

‘‘Well said! well spoken! with good emphasis 
and proper action. Forrest himself could scarce 
have done it better 1” 

Such was the exclamation of Mr. Clifford, 
who entered the room at this mi>ment. ,His 
mock applause was accompaiiied by a clamorous 
clapping of his hands. I felt my cheeks burn, and 
my blood boil. The truth is, I was not fr8e from 
the consciousness that I had suffered some of the 
grandiloquent to appear in my manner while speak- 
ing the sentence which had provoked the ridicule of 
my uncle. The sarcasm acquired incrc^e of sting 
in consequence of its being partially well-merited. 
I replied with some little show of temper, whteh the 
imploring glan(;es of Julia did not alfogether per- 
suade me to suppress. The “ blind heart”, was 
growing stronger within me, from the increasing 
conviction of my own independence. In this sort of 
mimic warfare the day parsed off as usual. I at- 
tended the family to church in the afternoon, took 
tea, and spent the evening with them — content to 
suffer the “ stiijgs an^ arrows” — liowever out- 
rageous, of rny exemplary and Christian aunt and 
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uncle, if permitted to enjoy the presence and occa- 
sional smiles of the true angel, whose influence 
could stilh temper my feelings into a humane and 
pjTtkjnt toleration of r influences which they yet 
burned' to trample under foot. 
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CHAPTER V. 


A BfiiEF interval novv.passed ovgf, after my cofl- 
iiexion begun with Mr. Edgerton, in which time the 
world went on with me more smoothl/i perhaps, 
than ever. My patron — for so this 
serves to be called — was as •indulgent as 1 could 
wish. He soon discerned the weaknesses in my cha* 
racter, and with the judgment of an old praciiiioner, 
he knew how to subdue and soften, without seeming 
to perceive tnem. i need not say that I was as dili- 
gent and industrious, and not less studious, while in 
his employ, than I had been in that of rgy mercan- 
tile acquaintance. The cntire»toiIs of the desk s8on 
fell upon my shoulders, and I acquired the feputa- 
tion among my small circle of acquaintance, of 
being a very good attorney, for a young beginner. 
It is true, I was greatly helped by the continued 
perusal of an admirable collection of old precedents, 
which a long period of extcvisive practice had accu- 
mulated in the collcctibh of my friend. But to be an 
attorney, simply, was not the bound of my ambition. 
I fancied that th« fo^^meiP was, before all others, my 
true field of exertion. The ardency ot my temper, 
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the fluency of my speech, the promptness of my 
thought, and the warmth of my imagination, all 
conspired in impressing on me the belief tliat 1 was 
particularly fitted for th? arena of public disputation. 
This, I ?nay add, was the opinidn of Mr. Edgertcfn 
also; and I soon sought' an occasion for the display 
of my powers. It was the custom at our bar, — and 
a customr full of danger, — for young beginners to 
take their cases from the criminal docket. Their 
“prentice han’,” was usually exercised on some 
wretch frdm the stews, just as the young surgeon is 
p^ipeiiitted lothack the carcass of a tenant of the 
“Pauper's Field,’’ lhf3 better to prepare them for 
practice on living and more worthy victims. Was 
there a rascal so notoriously given over to the gal- 
lows that no hope could possibly be entertained of 
his extrication from the toils of the evidence, and 
the deliberations of a jury, he was coiTsidered fair 
game for jhe young lawyers, who, on such cases, 
gathered about him ^A^ith all the ghostly and keen 
propertsities of ravens about the body of the horse 
cast out uppn the commons. The custom was evil, 
and is now, 1 believe, abandoned. It led to much 
irreverence among thoughtless young men — to an 
equal disregard of that solemnity which should natu- 
rally attach to the coui;t of justice, and to the life 
of the prisoner arraigned bdiore it. A thoughtless 
levity too frequently filled the mind of the young 
lawyer and bis hearers, w, hen, it was known that 
the poor wretch on trial was simply regarded as an 
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agent, through whose miserable necessity, the be- 
ginner was to try his strength and show his skill in 
the art* of speech-making. It was i^iy fortune, 
acting rather in compliance with the custom»ttian 
rhv own preference, to select one of these victims 
and occasions for my deSut. I could have done 
otherwise. Mr. pdgerton freely tendered to me any 
one of several cases of his own, on the cWil docket, 
in which to make my.appearanc/j ; but 1 was un- 
willing to try my hand upon a case in which the 
penalty of ill success might be a seriou^loss to my 
friend’s client, and might operate to the injurj^ffTiis 
business; and, another reastn for my preference 
was to be found — though not expressed by me, — in 
the secret belief which I entertained that f was pc 
culiarly gifted with the art of appealing to the pas- 
sions, and the sensibilities of my audience. Having 
made my* determination, I proceeded to prepare 
myself by a due consideration of the cJise at large; 
the history of the transaction, which involvecTlhe 
life of my client, — (the allegation was for mutder,) — 
and of the testimony of the witnesses*so far as it 
had been suggested in the ^exparte examination be- 
fore the grand jury. I rcvic^wed the several leading 
principles on the subject oMie crime ; its character, 
the sort of evidence essential to conviction, and cer- 
tainly, to do myself *all justice, as effectually pre- 
pared myself for the duties of the trial as probably 
any young ma«i of the time and community was 
likely to have done. The case, I need not add, was 
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hopelessly against me; tlie testimony conclusive; 
and I had nothing to do but to weigh its character 
with keen ‘fexaminatioo, pick out and expose its de- 
fecTS*"and inconsislenciet, and suggest as plausible a 
presumplion in favour of the ac'cused, as could be 
reasonably made out from the possibilities and^ 
doubts by which all human occurrences are neces- 
sarily attended. Something, too, might be done by 
judicious appeals to the principle of mercy, assum- 
ing for the jury a discretion on this subject which, 
by the waj?, they have no right to exercise. 

joinM in the case by my friend, young 
Edgerton. So far oitl' boyish fortunes had run to- 
gether, and he was not unwilling, though against his 
father^s counsel, to take the same occasion with me 
for entering the world in company. The term 
ij^gan ; the case was one of the last on the criminal 
docket, and the five days which preceded that 
assigned for the trial, were days, I am constrained 
to confess, of a thrillin'g and terrible agitation to my 
mind. can scarcely now recall the feelings of 
that week without undergoing a partial return of the 
same painful sensations My soul was striving as 
with itself, and seeking an outlet for escape. I 
panted, as if for breath,— my tongue was parched — 
my lips clammy — my voice, in the language of the 
poet, clove to the roof of my "throat. Altogether, I 
have never felt such emotions either before or since. 

I will not undertake to analyse them, or account 
for those conflicting sensations which make us 
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shrink, with something like terror, from the very ob- 
ject which we desire. At length the day came, and 
the man, attended by his father, Williagfi Edgerton 
and myself, took our place^ and stood prepargi for 
the issue. 1 looked round me with a dizzy/eeling of ^ 
uncertainty. Objects appeared to swim and* trem- 
ble before my si^ht. My eyes were of as little ser- 
vice to me then as if they had been gazing to blind- 
ness upon the sun. Every thing was confused and 
imperfect. I could see that the* court-house was 
filled to overflowing, and this increasec^ my feeble- 
ness. The case was one that had ocgasioned ciuasi- 
dcrable excitement in the community. It was one 
of no ordinary atrocity. This was a sufficient rea- 
son why the audience should be large. There wasi 
yet another. There were two new debutants. In a 
community where popular eloquence is, of all others, 
perhaps tlje most desirable talent, this circumstance 
was well calculated to bring many listeners. Besides, 
something was expected from both I?&gerton»and 
myself. We had not reached our presenWposition 
without makigg for ourselves a little Circle, in which 
we had friends to approve and exult, and enemies to 
deprecate, and condemn. 'The proceedings were at 
length opened by the A^^o*rney-General, the wit- 
nesses examined, and turned over to us for cross- 
examination. This part of the duty was performed 
by my associate. The business fairly begun, my 
distraction wa^ lessened. My miifd, driven to a 
point, made a decisive stand ; and the sound of Ed- 
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gerton’s voice, as he proposed his questions, served 
still more to dissipate rny confusion. I furnished 
him with sijndry questions, and our examin«ation was 
admitted to be quite seaijchin^ and acute. My friend 
, "went through his part of the labour with singular 
coolness. He was in Ihtle or no respect excited. 
He, perhaps, was deficient in enthusiasm. If there 
was no faltering in what he said, there was no line 
pf^rensy. His remarks and utterance were subdued 
to the plainest demands of the subject. They were 
shrewd and sensible, not particularly ingenious, nor 
yaltei^ficient io the proper analysis of the evidence. 
He acquitted himself a**editably. It was my part to 
reply to the prosecuting attorney ; but when I rose, I 
'.was coi'iipletely confounded. Never shall I forget 
the pang of that impotence which seemed to over- 
^pread'my frame, and to paralyze every faculty of 
thought and speech. I w^as the victim to my own 
ardour. A terrible reaction of mind had taken 

r 

place, and I w^as prostrated. The desire to achieve 
greatness — the belief that it was expected from me — 
the consciousness that hundreds of ^yes were then 
looking into mine with hungering expectation, over- 
whelmed me ! I felt that I could freely have yielded 
myself for burial beneath: the floor on which I stood. 
My cheeks were burning^ yet my hands were cold 
as ice, and my knees tottered as with an ague. I 
strove to speak, however; the eyes of the judge met 
mine, and they looked the l^ngi^ag^'^ of encourage- 
ment — of pity. But this expression only increased 
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my confusion. I stammered out nothing but broken 
syllables and incoherent sentences. What I was 
saying, I -know not — how long I presented this me- 
lancholy spectacle of imbecUity to the eyes of»my 
afidience, I know Y»ot. It may have been a few 
^linutes only. To me it seamed an age; and I was 
just endued with ^ sufficient power of reflection to 
ask myself whether I had not better sit^doum at 
once in irreversible despair, when my w^andering 
and hitherto vacant eyes caught a glance — a single 
glance — of a face opposite. It was that^f my un- 
cle ! He was perched on one of the loftiest berj^jjwii^' 
conspicuous among the crowd, — his eyes keenly 
fixed upon mine, and his features actually brightened 
by a smile of triumpiiant malice and exffitation. 
That glance restored me. That single smile brought 
me strength. I was timid, and weak, and impotent 
no longer. •Under the presence of habitual scorn, 
my habitual pride and independence relugied to me. 
The tremors left my limbs. Tilie clammy huskin^ss 
which had loaded my tongue, and made it cletive to 
the roof of my.mouth, instantly deparfej) ; and my 
whole mind returned to my control as if benealh the 
command of some almighty voice. I now saw the 
judge distinctly — I could se« the distinct features of 
every juryman ; and with tj^e pride of my restored 
consciousness, I retorted the smile upon my uncle’s 
face with one of contempt, which was not without 
its bitterness. Tihea I spoke, and spote with an in- 
tenseness, a directness of purpose and* aim — a stern 
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deliberateness — a fire and a feeling — which certainly 
electrified my hearers with surprise, if with no more 
elevated ecnotions. That one look of hostility had 
done* more for my nrii.nd tnan could have been 
effected in my behalf by all the -kind looks and en- 
couraging voices of all the friends in creation. After 
a brief exordium, containing some general proposi- 
tions on .the subject of human testimony, which 
meant no more than to suggest the propriety of 
giving to the prisoner the benefit of what was doubt- 
ful and obscure in the testimony which had been 
againsi* him, — I proceeded to compare and 
contrast its several parts. There were some incon- 
sistencies in the evidence which enabled me to 
» make Something of a case. The character of the 
witnesses was something more than doubtful, and 
that, too, helped, in a slight degree, my argument. 
This was rapid, direct, closely wound together, and 
proved, — such was the opinion freely expressed by 
others, afterwards, — tjiat 1 had the capacity for con- 
secutiv'C arrangement of facts and inferences in a 
very remarkable degree. I closed w^ith an appeal in 
favour of that erring nature, which, even in our own 
cases, led us hourly to the commission of sins and 
errors; and which, wh^e the individual was poor, 
wretched, and a stranger, under the evil influences 
of destitution, vicious associations, and a lot in life, 
which, of necessity, must be low, might well per- 
suade us to took with an eye of qualified rebuke 
upon his offeiices. This was, of course, no argu- 
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merit, and was only to be considered the natural 
close of my labours. Before I was half through I 
saw my uncle rise from his leat, and h^lily leave 
the court-room; and then I kfiew that I w^as suc<fe?s- 
fiil, — that I had triumphed, jhroiigh the stiftiul^iting 
"influence of his hate, over my own fears and feeble- 
ness. I felt sure tfaat the speech must be grateful to 
the rest of my hearers, w^hich he could rR)t stay to 
hear; and in this convi^Jtion, the t^ne of my spirits 
became elevated, — the thoughts gushed from me like 
rain, in a natural and unrestrainable torrCnt of lan- 
guage, — my voice was clear and full? far moj^&^o 
than I had ever thought it coiHd be made, — and my 
action far more animated, perhaps, than cither good 
taste or the occasion justified. The criminal was 
not acquittq^ ; but both William Edgerton and my- 
self were judged to have been eminently successful. 

The result of my debut, in other respects, was 
flattering far beyond my Business 

poured in upon me. My old* employes, the mer- 
chants, were particularly encouragin^aiui inendly. 
They congratiflated me warmly on r»y success, 
assured me that they had always thought I was bet- 
ter calculated for the law tha^i trade; and ended by 
putting into my hands all th^ir accounts that needed 
a legal agency for collectk)n. Mr. Edgerton was 
loud in his approbation, and that very week saw his 
son and myself united in co-partnership, with the 
prospect of an »arly withdrawal of the father from 
business in our favour. Indeed, the latter gave us 



70 


CONFESSION, 


to understand that his only purpose now was to sec 
us fairly under way, with a sufficient knowledge of 
the practite, and the confidence of his own friends, 
in*^ 6rder to give his years and enfeebled health a 
respite from the toils of the profession. 

My worthy uncle, true to himself, played a very 
different part from these gentlemfn. He hung back, 
forbore a<l words on the subject of my debut, and of 
the promising ay, spices under which my career was 
begun, and actually placed certain matters of legal 
business itSto the hands of another lawyer. Of this, 
BBSiimself gfave me the first information in very 
nearly this language 

“ I have just had to sue Yardle & Fellows, and a 
few otliers, Edward, and I thought of employing 
you, but you are young, and there mpy be some 
legal difficulties in the way; — but when you get 
older, and arrive at some experience, 'we will see 
what can be don^ for you.” 

You are perfect iy right, sir,’’ was my only an- 
swer, ISufllie smile upon my lips said every thing. 
I saw, then, that he could not smile$ He was now 
exchanging (he feeling of scorn which be formerly 
entertained for one of^ a darker (|ualily. Hate was 
the necessary feeling wtiich followed the conviction 
of his having done me wilful injustice, — not tospeah 
of the duties left undone, which were equally his 
shame. There were several tilings to mortify him 
in my progress. His sagacity as: a man of the 
world stood rebuked — his conduct as a gentleman — 
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his blood as a relation, who had not striven for the 
welfare and good report of his kin, and who had suf- 
fered unworthy prejudices, the result of eq^ial avarice 
and arrogance, to operate jgainst him. Thejte^is 
nothing which a «basc spirit remembers with so 
^much malignant tenacity 'as your success fh his 
despite. Even in the small matter just referred to, 
the appropriation of his law business, thc^observant 
fates gave me my revenge. By a singular coinci- 
dence of events, the very firm against which he had 
brought action the day before were clients of Mr. 
Edgerton. That gentleman was takj^n with n 
rious illness at the approach (jf the next court, and 
the business of their defence devolved upon his son 
and myself; and finally, when it was disposed of, 
which did not happen till near the close of that year, 
it so ha{)pcncd that I argued it; and w^as successful. 
Mr. Cditlofti was baffled, and you may judge the 
feeling with which he now regarded me. He had 
long since ceased to jest wi||i meVyid at my^pCX- 
pense. He was now^ very respectful. ^\sr\ could 
see that his dislike grew daily in strict; degree with 
his deference. But the deportment of Mr. Clifford, 
— springing as it did from that devil, which each 
man is supposed to carry times in his bosom, and 
pof whose presence in mine at seasons I w’as far 
from unaware — gave* me less annoyance than that 
of another of his household. Julia, too, had put on 
an aspect whi^^h, if not that of coldness, was at 
least, that of a very marked reserv'e. 1 ascribed 
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this to the influence of her parents, — perhaps, to 
her own sense of what was due to their obvious 
desires — to her own feeling of indiflerpnee — to 
any and every cause ^but ^he right one. There 
were other circumstances to alarm me, in coi:- 
nexion with this maiden. She was, as I have said, 
singularly beautiful; and, as 1 thought, until now, 
singularly meek and considerate. Her charms, 
about which there could be no two opinions, readily 
secured her nurfiferous adniirers, and when these 
were strei?gthened by the supposed fortune of which 
fityj^as to b^ the heiress, the suitors were, some of 
them, almost as pressing, after the fashion of the 
world in which we lived, as those of Penelope. I 
now no^ longer secured her exclusive regard at the 
evening fireside or in our way to church. There 
were gallants on either hand,^ — gay, da'shing lads, 
with big whiskers, long locks, and smart rattans, 
upon whom madame, our lady mother, looked with 
far^more com^b'.cency than upon me. The course 
of Juljg ‘self, was, however, unexceptionable. 
She was singularly cautious in her deportment, 
and if reserved to me, the most jealous scrutiny — 
after iue reflection — never enabled me to discover 
that she w^as more lavish of her regards to any 
other. But the discovery of her position, led me to 
another discovery which the reader will wonder, as I 
did myself, that I had not made before. This was the 
momentous discovery that my heart was irretrieva- 
bly lost to her<— that I loved *lier with all the inten- 
sity of a first passion, which, like every other passion 
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in my heart, was absorbing during its prevalence. 
I could name my feelings to myself only when I 
perceived* that such feelings were entertained by 
others; — only when 1 found #hat the prize, whi<5lfl 
desired beyond all others, '^as likely to bft borne 
away by strangers, did I know how much it was 
desirable to myself. 

The discovery of this affection instantly f>roduced 
its natural effects as wqII upon m;|^ deportment a« 
upon my feelings ; and that sleepless spirit of sus- 
picion and doubt, — that true creature aT\d conse- 
quence of the habitual distrust which fty treatramr 
from boyhood had instilled iiflo my mind, at once 
rose to strength an(| authority within me, and 
swayed me even as the blasts of November sway 
the bald toj^ of the slender trees which the gusts 
have already denuded of all foliage. The change 
in Julia’s deportment, of which I have already 
spoken, increased the febrile feai^iL and suspicions 
which filled my soul and ovepcame indgmdTit. 
She too, — so I fancied — had learned to oesprSb and 
dislike me, under the goading influences of her 
father’s malice and her mother’s silly prejudices. I 
jumped to the conclusion instajitly, that 1 was bound 
to myself to assert my sujferiority, my pride and 
risrtependence in such a maaner, as most effectually 
to satisfy all parties fhat their hate or love was 
equally a matter of indifference. You may judge 
what my behaviour jA^as^ after this, f'or a time, at 
least, it was sufficiently unbecominor. The deporl- 

VOL. I. 7 
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ment of Julia grew more reserved than ever, and 
her looks more grave. There was a sadness evi- 
dently mingled with this gravity w^hich, -amidst all 
the blindness of my heart,'! could not help but see. 
She became sadder and thinlier every day ; and 
there was a wo-begone listlessness about her lool* ^*- 
and movements which began to give me pain and 
apprehension. I discovered, too, after a while, that 
rsome apprehensions had also crept into the minds of 
her parents in respect to her health. Their looks 
wxre frcf^uently addressed to her in evident anxiety. 
'Shey restrained her exercises, watched the weather 
when she proposed^to go abroad, strove in every 
way to keep her from fatigue and exposure; and 
altogether exhibited a degree of solicitude which at 
length had the effect of arousing mine. Involun- 
tarily, I approached her with more tenderness than 
my vexing spirit had recently permitted me to show ; 
but I reqoiled fr/^m the efforts of my owm attentions. 
Pwas vexed " to perceive that my approaches occa- 
siontxiJgf start, a flutter, — a shrinking backwards — 
as if my advance had been obtrusive, and my 
attempts at familiarity, offensive. I was then little 
schooled in the intricacies of the female heart. I 
little conjectured the origin of that paradoxical 
movement of the mind, which, in the case of 
sensitive and exquisitely dfelicate, prompts to flight 
from the very pursuit which it would yet invite; 
which dreads to be suspected of the feeling which it 
yet most loves to cherish, and seeks to protect, by 
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concealment, the feelings whith it may not defend ; 
even as the bird hides the little fledglings of its care 
from the hunter, whom it darq not attack^ Stupid, 
and worse than stupid, ftny blind heart saw nothing 
ofHhis, and perverted what it saw. I constnued the 
'];onduct of Julia into mattei^of offence, to be taken 
in high dudgeon ^and resolutely resented ; and I 
drew myself up stiffly when she appeared and by 
excess of ceremonious {politeness only, avoided tha 
reproach of brutality. Yet, even at such moments, 
I could see that there was a dewy reproach in her 
eyes, which should have humbled me, ^nd made-nK«F 
penitent. But the effects of fifteen years of injudi- 
cious management were not to be dissipated in a 
few days even by the IthuTiel spells of lovd? My 
sense of independence and self-resource had been 
stimulated to a diseased excess, until, constantly on 
the qui vive? it became dogged and inflexible. It 
was a work of time to soften Qjp and jnake me 
relent; and the labour then v^as un’^^of my o\fn 
secret thoughts, and unbiassed priviiic—iii^ision. 
The attempt toj^ersuade or reason me Into a con- 
viction was sure to be a failure. 

Months passed in this manner without effecting 
any serious change in Julia, nr in bringing us a step 
P^rer to one another. Metyiwhile, the sphere of my 
observation and importance increased, as the circle 
of my acquaintance became extended T was re- 
garded as a rising ygung man, and one imely to be 
successful ultimately in my profession. The social 



76 


CONFESSION, 


privileges of my friends, the Edgertons, necessarily 
became mine ; and it soon occurred that I ejKJOun- 
tered my \incle and his family in circles i^ which it 
war. somewhat a mattej of pride with him to be per- 
mitted Jo move. This, as it increased my impo^'t- 
ance in his sight, did not diminish his pains< But he, 
treated me now with constant deference, but with the 
same un’^rying coldness. When in the presence of 
Qlhers, he warmed a little. I was then “his nephew;” 
and he would affect to speak with great familiarity 
on the subject of my business, my interests, the last 
in whic/i I was engaged, and so forth, — the ob- 
ject of which was to, persuade third persons that our 
relations were precisely as they should be, and as 
people-would naturally suppose them. At all these 
places and periods, when it was my lot to meet with 
Julia, she was most usually the belle of the night. A 
dozen attendants followed in her train^ solicitous of 
all her smiles, and only studious how to afford her 
pleasure. I..willv, ^tood aloof, — I, who loved her 
with Hiicijsc fervour than all, simply because 

I had none, or few beside to love. The heart which 
has been evermore denied, will always burn with 
this intensity. Its passion, once enkindled, will be 
the all-absorbing flame- Devoted itself, it exacts the 
most religious devotion; and, unless it receives.;^Jt, 
recoils upon its own resourucs, and shrouds itself irT 
gloom, simply to hide its sufferings from detection. 
I affected that indifference to the charms of this 
maiden, which no one of human sensibilities could 
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have felt. Opinions might have differed in respect 
to her beauty ; but there could be none on the score 
of her virtues and her ainiabilfty, and almost as Jejw 
o» the possession?, of her mind. Julia Clifford, 
though singularly unobtrusi^ in society, very*soon 
convinced all around her that she had an excellent 
understanding, whffch study had improved, and grace 
had adorned by all the most appropriate modes of 
cultivation. Her steps tvere always followed by a 
crowd — her seat invariably encircled by group to 
itself. I looked on at a distance, wrapj)ed up in thg^ 
impenetrable folds of a prido. whose sleeves were 
momently plucked, as I watched, by the nervous 
fingers of jealousy atid suspicion. Somekmcs I 
caught a timid glance of her eye, addressed to the 
spot where i stood, full of inquiry, and, as 1 would 
not but believe, of apprehension ; — and yet, at such 
moments, I turned perversely from the spot, nor suf- 
fered myself to steal another loo'i^,at 8ne, all^of 
whose triumphs seemed made at my On 

one of these occasions w^e met — our e^«s and hands, 
accidentally ; and, though I, myself, could not help 
starting back wdth a cold chill at my heart,* I yet 
fancied there was something ftionstrous insulting in 
tjjp evident recoil of her person from the contact 
with mine, at the sanr^e moment. I was about to 
turn hurriedly away with a slight bow of acknow- 
ledgment, when the touching tende4’ness of her 
glance, so full of s^^eeftiess and sadiiess, made me 
shrink with shame from such a rudeness. Besides, 

7*0 
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she was so pale, so thin, and really looked so unwell, 
that my conscience, in spite of that blind heart whose 
perversity would still have l^pt me to my first inten- 
tion, rebuked me, and cirove me^to my duty. I ao- 
proached, — I spoke to l^er, — and my words, though 
few, under the better impulses of the moment, were 
gentle and solicitous, as they should have been. My 
tones, too, were softened, — wilfully as I still felt, I 
could not forbea; the exercise of that better ministry 
of the affections which w^as disposed to make amends 
for previous misconduct. I do not know exactly 
what I said, — I probably did nothing more than utter 
the ordinary phrases of social compliment; — but 
every thing was obliterated ffom rny mind in an in- 
stant, by the startling directness of what was said by 
her. Looking at me with a degree of intentness by 
which, alone, she was, perhaps, able to preserve her 
seeming calmness, she replied by an inquiry as re- 
mote frorff wha^siiy observation called for as possi- 
ble, yethm^^pplicable to me and my conduct! 

“ Wnydo you treat me thus, Edward ? Why do 
you negleci me as you do — as if I were a stranger, 
or, at least, not a friend? What have I done to 

merit this usage from one who ” 

She did not finish the sentence, but her reproach- 
ful eyes, full of a dewy suffusion that seemed ver^ 
much like tears, appeared to conclude it thus — 

“ One who — used to love me I” 

So different was this speech fiom any that I looked 
for, — so different from what the usage of our con- 
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ventional world would have seemed to justify, — so 
strange for one so timid, so silent usually on the sub- 
ject of her own griefs, as Julia Clifford, -*-lhat I was 
absolutely confounded. Where had she gof this 
courage ? By wh*at strong feeling had it been stimu- 
lated ? 'Had 1 been at tha* time as well acquainted 
with the sex as J have grown since, I must have 
seen that nothing but a deep interest in aiy conduct 
and regard, could possjbly have prompted the spirit 
of one so gentle and shrinking, to the utterance of so 
searching an appeal. And in what way^ould I an- 
swer it? How could I excuse myseif? What 
to justify that cold, rude iniiifference to a relative, 
and one who had ever been gentle and kind and 
true to me. I had really nothing to complain ofr 
The vexiqg jealousies of my own suspicious heart 
had alone informed it to its perversions; and there 
I stood, — clumb, confused, stupid, — speaking, when 
I did speak, some incoherent, meanj;jigless sen- 
tences, which could no more#have"^*.,een undersfbod 
by her than they can now be rememffe ?■>:;# by me. 
I recovered n>yself, however, sufficiently soon to say, 
before we were separated by the movement^ of the 
crowd : 

“ I will come to you to-^iorrow, Julia. Will you 
■buffer me to see you in th« morning, say at twelve?’’ 

“Yes, come !” waS all her answ^er ; and the next 
moment the harsh accents of her ever-w^atchful 
mother warned usuto jrisk no more. 



80 


COlVFfiSSIOlV- 


CHAPTER VI. 


My sleep that night was an^ thing but satisfactory. 

I had feverish dreams, unquiet slumbers, and woke 
al morning with an excruciating headache, I was 
in no mood for an explanation such as my promise 
necessarily implied, but 1 prepared my toilet with 
narticuls^r care — spent two hot!irs at my office in a 
vain endeavour to divert myself, by a resort to busi- 
ness, from the conflicting and annoying* sensations 
which afflicted me, and then proceeded to the dwell- 
ing of my uncle. 

I was fohuna't/^m seeing Julia without the pre- 
sence o^ b(y ftbther. "That good lady had become 
too fashionabb to suffer herself to be seen at so 
early an hour. Her vanity, in this respect, baffled 
her vigilance, for she had her own apprehensions on 
the score of my influence upon her daughter. Julia 
was scarcely so composed in the morning as she 
had appeared on the precedipg night. I was now'’' 
fully conscious of a flutter in her manner, a flush 
upon her face, an ill-suppressed wildness in her 
eyes, which betokened strong elViot'ions actively at 
work. But my own agitation did not suffer me to 
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know the full extent of hers. For the first time, on 
her appearance, did I ask myself the question, — 
“ For what did I seek this interview?” What had 
I to say — what explain? How explain my conduct 
-my coldness? »On what imaginary and unsub- 
stantial premises base that neglect in my deportment, 
amounting to rudeness, of which she had sufficient 
reason and a jflst right to complain ? Wlltn I 
came to review my causes of vexation liow trivial 
did they seem. Tlie 'reserve w'hich had irritated 
nae, on her part, now that I analyzed jts sources, 
seemed a very natural reserve, such as was only 
maidenly and becoming. I now recollected that 
she was no longer a child — no longer the lively 
little fairy whom I fcould dandle on my knee and 
fling upon my shoulder, without a scruple or com- 
plaint. I Stood like a trembling culprit in her pre- 
sence. I *vas eloquent only through tlie force of a 
stricken conscience. 

“ Julia 1” I exclaimed when we [ have come 

to make atonement. I feel liow rude d. have been, 
but that was only because I was very wretched.” 

“ Wretched, Edward !” she exclainrfed with some 
surprise “ What should make you wretcheTl ?” 

“ You, — you have made tne wretched.” 

“ Me !” Her surprise naturally increased. 

“ Yes, you, dear Julia, and you only.” I took 
her hand in mine. Mine was burning — hers was 
colder than the icicles. Need I say more to those 
who comprelTencf tife mysteries 9 f the youthful 
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heart. Need I say that ’the tongue once loosed, and 
the declaration of the soul must follow just then 
from the lip?. I told hqr how much I loved her ; — 
how Lnhappy it made me to think that others might 
bear away the prize ; that in this way, my rudenes^ 
arose from my wretchedhes, and my wretchedness 
only from my love. I did not speak in vain. She 
confessed equal feeling, and we were suffered a 
brief hour of unmitigated happiness together. 

Surely there is no joy like that which the heart 
feels in thaKfirst moment when it gives utterance to 
its own, and he'^rs the avowed passion of the desired 
object: — a pure flame, f the child of sentiment, just 
blushing with the hues of passion, just budding with 
the breatfi and bloom of life. !^Jo sin has touched 
the sentiment ; — no gross smokes have risen to in- 
volve and obscure the flame; the altar is tended by 
pure hands; white spirits; and there is no reptile 
beneath the/resh blossoming flowers which are laid 
therton. The grosser i^ossions sleep, like the fumes at 
the shrin^'-cf' Apollo, beneath the spell of that master 
passion in wl]ose presence they commpnly maintain 
a subo^;dinate existence. I loved ; I had told my 
love ; — and I was loved in turn. I trembled with 
the deep intoxication of that bewildering moment ; 
and how I found my w^y back to my office, 
whom I saw on the way, or to whom I spoke, I 
know not. I loved ; — I was beloved. He only can 
conceive the delirium of this swejt k^nowledge who 
has passed a lifelike mine — who has felt the frowns 
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and the scorn, and the conteftupt of tfiose who should 
have nurtured him with smiles — whose soul, ardent 
and sensitive, had been majie to recoil^ cheerlessly 
back on itself — denied the ^nshine of the affeotions, 
iind almost forbid to hope. Suddenly, ^ihen I be- 
lieved myself most destifbte, I had awakeVied to 
fortune — to the ^realisation of desires which had 
been beyond my fondest dreams. I, wh^jm no affec- 
tion hitherto had blessed, had, in a moment, acquyred 
that which seemed to me to comprise all others, 
and for which all others might have betn profitably 
thrown away. 

I fancied now that my sky was thenceforth to be 
without a cloud. 1 did not, — nor did Julia imagine 
for a moment that any opposition to our l^e could 
arise from her parents. What reason could they 
have to oppose it ? There was no inequality in our 
social posTtions. My blood had taken its rise from 
the same fountains with her own. In the world’s 
estimation my rank was quil^ as respectable as^that 
of any in my uncle’s circle, and, for n:y G4)ndition, 
my resources^ though small, were idigroving daily, 
and I had already attained such a place among my 
professional brethren, as to leave it no longer doubt- 
ful that it must continue lo improve. My income, 
with economy — such economy as two simple, single- 
minded creatures, such as Julia and myself, were 
willing to employ — would already yield us a decent 
support. In sjjort^ the idea of my uhcle’s opposition 
to the match never once entered head. Yet he 
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did oppose it. I was confounded with his blunt, and 
almost rugged refusal. 

“ Why, oir, what are your objections?’’ 

Hfe answered with suiTicient coolness. 

“ I ani sorry to refuse you, Edward, but I have 
already formed other arrangements for my daugh- " 
ter. I have designed her for another.” 

Indeed, sir, — may I ask with whom ?” 

Young Roberts — his father and myself have had 
the matter for some time in deliberation. But do 
not speak^of it, Edward — my confidence in you, 
alone, induces* me to state this fa'ct.” 

“ I am very much 6bliged to you, sir; — but you 
do not surely mean to force young Roberts upon 
*’ Julia, if she is unwilling?” 

Ah, she will not be unwilling. She’s a dutiful 
child, who will readily recognise the desires of her 
parents as the truest wisdom.” 

“But, Mr. Clifford, — you forget that Julia has 
alftady admitted to n^e a preference ” 

“ Sc? you tell me, Edward, and it is with regret 
that I feel myself compelled to say that I wholly 
disapprove of your seeking my daughter’s consent, 
before you first thought proper to obtain mine. 
This seems to me very ?nuch like an abuse of con- 
fidence.” 

“ Really, sir, you surprise’ me more than ever. 
Now that you force me to speak, let me say that, 
regarding myself as of blood scarcely inferior to 
that of my cousin, I cannot see how the privilege of 
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which I availed myself in pro];5osing for her hand, cam 
be construed into a breach of confidence. I trust, sir^ 
that you have not contemplated your brother’s son in 
any degrading or unbecoming Attitude.” 

“No, no, surely not, Ed waft! ; but mere equality or 
bifth does not constitute a just claim, by its0lf, to the 
affections of a lady.” 

“ I trust the equality of birth, sir, is not impaired on 
my part by rniscorflluct — by a want of industry, ca- 
pacity — by inequalities in other respects — ' 

“ And talents !” He fiaished the sentence with tfie 
ancient sneer. But I was now a man — a strong one, 
and, at this moment particularly, a stern oflfe. 

“Stop, sir,” I retorted; “there mustjbe an end to 
this. Whether you accede to application or not, 
sir, there is nothing to justify you in an attempt to 
goad and mortify my ieelings. I have pro%red to 
you a respectful application for the hand of your 
daughter, and though I were poorer, and humbler, 
and less worthy in all respects than I am, 1 should 
still be entitled to respectful treatment. At another 
time, with my sensibilities less deeply interested than 
they are, 1 should probably submit? as I ha^e already 
frequently submitted, to the urfkind and ungenerous 
sarcasms in which you have permitted yourself to in- 
dulge at my ^pense. But my regSrd for your 
daughter alone, would prompt me to resent and^ repel 
them now. The object of my interview with you is 
quite too sacred — too solemnly-invested — to suffer me 
to stand silently under the scflrnful usage even of her 
father.” 

All this may have been deserved by Mr. Clifford, 
but it was scarcely discreet in me. It gave him the 
opportunity which, I do not doubt, that^e desired — 
the occasion whi(?h had in view. afforded him 
an excuse for anger, for a regular outbreak between 
us, which, in some sort, yielded hirfi that justification 
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for his refusal, without which he would have found 
it a very difficult matter to account for or excuse. 
We parted in mutual anger, the effect of which was 
to close hi's doors against me, and exclude me from 
airopportunilies of int(?rview, unless by stealth, with 
Julia. E ^en then, these opportunities were secured oy 
my artifice without her privity. As dutiful as fond^ 
she urged me against them ; and, resolute to ‘‘ honour 
her father and mother” in obedience to those Holy 
Laws without a compliance with which there is little 
hope and no happiness, she -informed me with many 
tears that she was now forbidden to see me, anxi 
would therefore avoid every premeditated arrange- 
ment for our^ meeting. I did not do justice to her 
character, but reproached her with coldness — with a 
want of affection, sensibility and feeling. 

** Do, not say so, Edward — do not — do not 1 I cold, 

I insensible — I wanting in aflection for you 1 How, 
how can you think so?” And she threw herself on 
my bosom and sobbed until I began to fancy that con- 
vulsions would follow. Wo separated with assurances 
of mutual fidelity — assurances which, I knew, from 
the exclusiveness oY all my feelings, my concentrative 
singleness of character, and entire dependence upon 
the befoved object of those affections which were now 
the sole solace of my heart, would not be difficult for 
me to keep. But I doubted her strength — her reso- 
lution — against the pressing solicitations of parents 
whom she had never been accustomed to withstand. 
But she quieted me with' that singular strength of look 
and manner which had once before impressed me 
previous to our mutual explanation. Like vulgar 
thinkers generally, I was apt to confound weakness 
of frame and delicacy of organization with a want of 
courage and moral resourcco ov slvength and conso- 
lation. 

“Fear nothing for my truth, Edward. Though in 
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obedience to my parents, I ^all not marry against 
their will, be sure I shall never marry against my 
own.’' 

“ Ah, Julia, you think so, but ” 

“I know so, EdwarA Bglleve nothing that ]iOU 
h«ar against me or* of me, whieh is unfavourable to 
my fidelity unless you hear from my own*lip^” 

“But you will meet me again — soon 'l” 

“ No, no, do not ^sk it, Edward. We must not meet 
in this manner. It is not right. It is crinjinal.” 

I had soon another proof of the decisive manner in 
which my uncle seemed disposed KT carry on the war 
between us. Erring, like the greater number of our 
young men, in their ambitious desire to dtiter public 
life prematurely, I was easily persuadtfd to become a 
candidate for the general asseinbly. I was now just 
twenty-five, — at a time when young men are not yet 
released from the bia^ of early associations,*and ihc^ 
unavoidable influence of guides, who are generally 
blind guidcfi- Until thirty, there are few men who 
think independently ; and, until this habit is acquired, — 
which, in tdb many cases, never is acquired, — the in- 
dividual is sadly out of place in the halls of legislation. 
It is this premature disposition to enter int5 public Jife, 
which is the sole origin of the numberless mistakes 
and miserable inconsistencies into wlych ouP states- 
men fall; which cling to their progress for ever after, 
preventing their performances, and baffling ijiem in 
all their hopes to secure the confidence of the people. 
They are broken down poliydal hacks in the prime of 
life, and just at the time when they should be first en- 
tering upon the duties of rtie public man. Seduced, 
like the rest, as well ty my own vanity as the sug- 
gestions of favouring friends, I permitted my name to 
be announced, jjnd engaged actively*5n the canvass. 
Perhaps the feverisfi state of my mindtin consequence 
of my relations with Julia Clifford and her parents. 
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made me more willing to adopt a measure, about 
which, at any other time, I should have been singu- 
larly slow and cautious. As a man of proud, reserved, 
and suspicious temper^J had little or no confidence in 
my own strength with t^e people; and the apprehen- 
sions of defeat would have been far more mortifying 
than ?ny hope of success^would have been apt to qua- 
lify. I fancied, however, that popular life would' 
somewhat subdue the consuming passions which were 
rioting within my bosom ; and 1 threw myself into the 
thick of the struggle with all the ardour of a sanguine 
temperament. To my surprise and increased vexa- 
tion, I found my worthy uncle striving in every possi- 
ble way, without actually declaring his purpose, in 
opposing my efforts and prospects. It is true he did 
not utter my name ; but he had formed a complete 
ticket, in which my name was not ; and he was toiling 
with all the industry of a thoroughgoing partisan in 
promoting its success. The cup which he had com- 
mended to my lips was overrunning witb the gall of 
bitterness. Hostility to me, seemed really to have 
been a sort of monomania with him from the first. 
How was it else to be accounted for ? How, even with 
thir beliefi'^could it bf excused? His conduct was 
certainly one of those mysteries of idiosyncracy, upon 
which uie moi:al philosopher may speculate to dooms- 
day without -being a jot the wiser. 

If his desire was to baffle me, he was successful. 

I was defeated, after a close struggle, by a meagre 
majority of seven votes' i/i some seventeen hundred ; 
and the night after the election was declared, he gave 
a ball in honour of the successful candidates, in which 
his house was filled to overflowing. I passed the 
dwelling about midnight. Music rang from the illu- 
minated parloilr. The merry dance,, proceeded. All 
was life, gaiety, and rich profusion. And Julia ! even 
then she might hav§ been whirling in the capricious 
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movements of the dance wifli my happy rival — she 
as happy — unconscious of him who glided like some 
angry spectre beneath her windows, and almost within 
hearing of her thoughtless foice. Sucti wer^ my 
^oomy thoughts, — such the fla^ and dismal subjects 
of my lonely medit*ations. I did the poor ^rl wrong. 
That night she neither sun^nor danced; and when I 
saw her again, I was shocked at the visible alteration 
for the worse whitfh her appearance exhibited. She 
was now grown thin, almost to meagreness, — her 
cheeks were very wan^ her lips iv^hitened, and fier 
beauty greatly faded in consequence of her suffering 
health. Yet, will it be believed, that, in thtft interview, 
though such was her obvious conditioji, my perverse 
spirit found the language of complaint and suspicion 
more easy than that of devotion and tenderness. I 
know that it would be«easy, and feel that it v^ould be 
natural, to account for, and to excuse this brutality,* 
by a reference to those provocations which 1 had re- 
ceived froin*her father. A warm temper, ardent and 
glowing, it is very safe to imagine, must reasonably 
become soured and perverse by bad treatment and 
continual injury. But this for iTie was ^o excuse. 
Julia was a victim also of the fame treatment, and in 
far greater degree than myself, as she was ftir less 
able to endure i^. Mine, however, was tjie perverse- 
ness of impetuous blood, — unrestrained, unchecked, — 
having a fearful will, an impetuous energy, an3, gra- 
dually, with success and power, swelling to the asser- 
tion of its own unqualified doVninion — the despotism of 
the blind heart. Julia bore *vith my reproaches until 
I was ashamed of then?. Her submission stung me, 
and I loved then too ardently not to arrive in time at 
justice, and to make atonement. Wou^d I had made 
it sooner. Whed I •had finished all yay reproaches 
and complainings, she answered all by telling me that 
the affair with young Roberts had been just closed, 
8 ^ 
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and she hoped finally, fiy her unqualified rejection of 
his suit, even though backed by all her father’s solici- 
tations, coipplaints, nay, threats and anger. How un- 
geperous and unmanly, afier^this statement had been 
made, appeared all tbp bitter chidings in which I had 
indulged.* I need not say what efforts I made to atone 
for my precipitation and' injustice; and how easily I 
found forgiveness from one who knew not how to har- 
bour unkipdness, — and if she even had the feeling in 
her bosom, entertained it as one entertains his dead- 
liest foe, and expelled it as soon as its real character 
was discovered. 
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Thus stood the affair between my fair cousin and 
myself — a condition of things seriously and equally 
affecting her health and my temper — when an explo- 
sion took place, of a nature calculated tJ humble my 
uncle and myself, if not in equal degree, or to the 
same attitude, at least to a rw)st mortifying extent in 
both cases. I have not stated before, — indeed, it was 
not until the affair tvhich I am now about to relate 
had actually exploded, that I was made acquainted 
with any of the facts which produced it — that prior to 
my father’s death, there had been some large business, 
connexion^ between himself and my uncle. In those’ 
days secret connexions in business, however danger-j 
ous they might be in social, ^ncf more tf5an equj^ocal 
in moral respects, were considered among the legiti- 
mate practices of tradesmen. Wha^was thfi particu- 
lar sort of relations existing between .my father and 
uncle, I am not now prepared to state, — nor js it abso-^ 
lutely necessary to my narrative. It is enough fori 
me to say, that an expo^fe of them took place, in 
part, in consequence of some discoveries made by mjr 
father’s unsatisfied creditors, by which the obscure 
transactions of thirty years were brought to light, or| 
required to be brought to light ; and in the develop- 
ment of which, tj;ie jair business fifme of my uncle 
was likely to be involved in a very* serious degree — ^ 
not to speak of the inevitable effects upon his resources 
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of a discovery and proef of fraudulent concealment. 
The reputation of my father must have suffered seri- 
ously, had it not been generally known that he left 
nothing — a^fact beyond dispute from the history of 
my^.own career, in which neifher goods nor chattels, 
lands nor money, were'suffered to enure to my advan- 
tage. The business was i)rought to me. The mer- 
chant who brought it, and who had been busy for 
some years in tracing out the testimony, so far as it 
could be procured, — gave me to understand that he 
had determined to place it in my hands for two rea- 
sons, — firstly, to eilkble me to” release the memory of 
my father from the imputation — under any circum- 
stances discreditable — of bankruptcy, by compelling 
my uncle to disgorge the sums which he had appro- 
priated, and which, as was alleged, would satisfy all 
my father’s creditors ; and, secondly, to give me an 
ooportunity of revenging my own wrongs upon one, 
of whose course of conduct towards me, the populace 
had already seen enough, during the last election, to 
have a tolerably correct idea. I examined the papers, 
thanked my client for his friendly intentions, but de- 
clined taking charge of the case for two other reasons. 
My 'delations to the dean and to the living were either 
of them sufficient reasons for this determination. I 
communicated the grounds of action, in a respectful 
letter to my uncle, and soon discovered", by the alarm 
which he displayed in consequence, that the cause of 
the complaint was in all probability good. The case 
belonged to the equity jurisdiction, and the relator 
soon filed his bill. My uncle’s tribulation may be con- 
jectured from the fact that he called upon me, and 
seemed anxious enough to bury the hatchet. He 
wished me to take part in the proceedings — insisted, 
somewhat earnestly, and strove ve^'y hard to impress 
me with the conviction, that my father’s memory de- 
manded that I should devote myself to the task of 
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meeting and confounding the*creditor who thus, as it 
were, had set to work to rake up the ashes of the 
dead ; — but 1 answered all this very briefly and very 
dryly. 

“ If my father has pSPrticipijitecl in this Iraud, heiias 
leaped none of its pleasant fruiWl He lived poor, and 
died poor. The public knojv that ; and it w*ll tje difS- 
cult to persuade them, with a due knowledge of these 
facts, that he deiib^ately perpetrated such unprofitable 
villainy. Besides, sir, you do not seem to^remember, 
that if the claim of Banks, Tressell & Sons, is go^d, 
it relieves my father’s ntemory of t!he only imputation 
that now lies against it — that of being a bankrupt.” 

^ Ay !” he cried hoarsely, “ but it makus me one, — 
me, your uncle.” 

“ And what reason, sir, ha^e 1 to remember or to 
heed this relationship?” I demanded sternly, with a 
glance, beneath whicH he quailed. 

“ True, true, Edward, your reproach is a just one; 
I have not been the friend I should have been: but — 
let us be friends, now, and hereafter, — we must be 
friends, — Mrs. Clifford is very anxious that it should 
be so, — and — and — Edward,” solemnly, “you must 
help me out of this business. You musCby heiwen, 
you must — if you would not have me blow my brains 
out1” 

The man wars giving true utterance io»nis misery, — 
the fruit of those pregnant fears which filled his mind. 

“ I wmuld do for you, sir, whatever is proper for 
me to do, but cannot meddle in this unless you are 
prepared to make restitution, which I should judge to 
be your best course.” 

“ How can yon advise me to beggar my child ! — 
This claim, if recognized, will sweep every thing. 
The interest alovje is a fortune. I canTiot think of al- 
lowing it. I would rather die !” 

“ This is mere madness, Mr. Clifford ; your death 
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wauld not lessen the difficulty. Hear me, sir, and face 
the matter manfully. You must do justice. If what 1 
understand be true, you have most unfortunately suf- 
fered yourself to be bljndcd to the dishonour of the 
acj, — you nave appropriated*' wealth which did not 
belong to you, and iT?>thus doing, you have subjectQl 
the rnpmoVy of my father to the reproach of injustice 
which he did not deserve. 1 will not add the reproach 
which I might with justice add, tha^, in thus wronging 
the father’^, memory, and making it cover your own 
improper gains, you have suffered his son to want those 
necessaries of edufiation and ‘sustenance, which — ” 
Say no more, Edward, and it shall all be amended. 
Listen to ine now; but stay, close that door for a 
moment — there! — Now, look you.’^ 

And having taken th^jse precautionary steps, tlie in- 
fatuated man proceeded to admit the dishonest prac- 
tices of^ which he had been guilty. His object in 
making the confession, however, was not that he 
might make reparation. Far from it. It was rather 
to save from the clutch of his creditors, from the grasp 
of justice, his ill-gotten possessions. I have? no patience 
in revealing the schemes by which this was to be ef- 
feej^ed ; bur, as a preliminary, I was to be made the 
proprietor of one-half of the sum in question, and the 

f ossess?ir of h^§ daughter’s hand ; in return for which 
was simplyoto share with him in the 'performance of 
certain, secret acts, which, without rendering his virtue 
any more conspicuous, would have most effectually 
eradicated all of mine. 

“ I have heard you, Mr. Clifford, and with great 
difficulty. I now distinctly decline your proposals. 
Not even the bribe, so precious in my sight, as that 
which you have tendered in the person of your 
daughter, has 'power to tempt me iqjto hesitation. I 
will have nothing to do with you*in this matter. Re- 
store the property to your creditors.” 
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“ But, Edward, you have BOt heard; — your share 
alone will be twenty odd thousand dollars, without 
naming the interest 1” 

“ Mr. -Clifford, I am sorry for you. Lfoubly sorry 
that you persist in seeihg this thpg in an improper 
ffeht. Even were i disposed to^^cond yojjr designs, 
it is scarcely possible, sir, thgt you could be extricated. 
The discovery of those papers, and the extreme proba- 
bility that Hansfoird, the partner of the English firm 
of Davis, Pierce & Hansford, is surviving, and can 
be found, makes the probabilities strongly against ygu. 
My advice to you, is, that you mal<*b a merit of neces- 
sity; — that you endeavour to effect a compromise 
before the affair has gone too far. The creditors will 
make some concessions sooner than frust the uncer- 
tainties of a legal investigatiow, and whether you lose 
or gain, a legal investigation is what you should par- 
ticularly desire to avoid. If you will adopt this coui^ 
sel, I will act for you with Banks & Tressell: and if 
you will gfve me carte blanche^ I think I can per- 
suade them to a private arrangement by which they 
will receive the principal in liquidation of all demands. 
This may be considered a very^fair basis for an ar- 
rangement, since the results the speculation cauld 
only accrue from the business capacities of the specu- 
lator, and did not belong to a fund wUich the proprie- 
tor had resolvtjd not to appropriate, an^ which must 
therefore, have been entirely unproductive. I do not 
promise you that they will accept, but it is not im- 
probable. They are men £>{ business — they need, at 
this moment, particularly, an active capital ; and have 
had too much knowledge of the doubts and delays 
attending a prolongea suit in equity, not to listen to a 
proposition which yields them the entire principal of 
their claim.” 

I need not repeat me arguments sftid entreaties by 
which I succeeded in persuading my uncle to accede 
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to the only arrangemept which could possibly have 
rescued him from the public exposure which was 
impending ; but he did consent, and armed with his 
credentials,^ I proceeded to the office of Banks & 
Tressell, without Iqss of, time/ Though resolved, if I 
could effect the ma^i^rj that my uncle should liquidate 
their cjairn to the uttermost farthing which they re- 
quired, it was my duty to make the best bargain which 
I could, in reference to his unfortu-nate family. Ac- 
cordingly, without suffering them to know that I had 
carte hlanche^ I simply communicated to them my wish 
toliave the matter'arranged ^'ithoul public investiga- 
tion — that I was persuaded from a hasty review which 
1 had giveff to the case, that there were good grounds 
for action ; — but, at the same time, 1 dwelt upon the 
casualties of such a c^wse — the possibility that the 
chief living witness — if he were living — might not be 
found, or might not survive lon^ enough — as he was 
reputed to be very old — for the purposes of examina- 
tion before the commission; — the long delays which 
belonged to a litigated suit, in which the details of a 
mixed, foreign, and domestic business of so many 
years was to be rak^d up, reviewed, and explained ; 
and the further chance^ in the event of final success, 
of the property of the debtor being so covered, con- 
cealed, "Br made away with, as to baffle at last all the 
industry and labours of the creditor. ' 

The merchants were men of good sense, and esti- 
mated the proverb, — “a bird in hand is worth two in 
the bush,” — at its true valne. It did not require much 
argument to persuade them to receive a sum over 
forty thousand dollars, and ''give a full discharge to the 
defendant ; and I flattered myself that the matter was 
all satisfactorily arranged, and had just taken a seat 
at my table to Write to Mr, Clifford to this effect, when, 
to my horror, I received a note from that gentleman, 
informing me of his resolve to join issue with the 
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claimants, and “maintain hisr^'^^^^5 (?) to the last mo- 
ment.’^ He thanked me, in very cold, consequential 
style, for my friendly^ efforts” — the word italicised, 
as I have now written it; — ^|)ut concluded with in- 
forming me that he hifd tal^n opinion of oUer 
(Ipunsel, which, though it mighl^De less correct than 
mine, was, perhaps, more full of promise for his inte- 
rests. 

This note justified me in calling upon the unfortu- 
nate gentleman. It is true I had not con^mitled him 
to Banks & Tressell — the suggestions which I l^d 
made for the arrangemTent were Till proposed as a 
something which I might be able to bring^about in a 
future conference with him — but I was too anxious to 
save him from his lamentable folly — A'om that mise- 
rable love of money, which, o*^erreaching itself in its 
blindness, as docs every passion, — was not only about 
to deliver him to shsPme but to destitution •also, i 
found him in Mrs. Clifford’s presence. That simple 
and silly w«man had evidently been made privy to 
the whole transaction, so far as my arguments had 
been conneefted with it; — for all the truth is not often 
to be got out of the man who meajjs or hasj;)erpetrated 
a dishonesty. She had been afiirmed at the immense 
loss of money and of importance, consequently, with 
which the family was threatened ;• and without 
looking into, oi* being able to comprehend the facts 
as they stood, she had taken ground against any 
measure which should involve^ such a sacrifice. Her 
influence over the Weak marw beside her, was never so 
clear to me as now; and in learning to despise his 
character more than ever, 1 discovered, at the same 
time, the true source of many of his errors and much 
of his misconduct. She did not often suffer him to 
reply for himself-^yi^jldgd me the ultimatum from her 
own lips; and condescended to assu^ me that she 
could only ascribe the advice wlfich 1 had given to 
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her husband, to the hostile disposition which I had 
always entertained for herself and family. That I 
was “ a wolf in sheep’s clothing, she had long since 
been able to see, though all others unhappily seemed 
blirtd.” 

Here she scowleST at her husband, who contents J 
himself with walking to and fro, playing with his 
coatskirts, and feeling, no doubt, a portion of the 
shame, which his miserable bondage to this silly 
woman necessarily incurred. 

Mr. Clifford has got a lawyer who can do for 
him what it seem's you cannot;” was her additional 
imprecatioij. He promises to get him to dry land, 
and save him without so much as wetting his shoes, 
though his ov^^h blood relations, who are thought so 
smart, cannot, it appeairs, do any thing.” 

Of course I could have nothing to say to the worthy 
^adv, but my expostulations were freely urged to Mr- 
Clifford. 

‘‘You, at least,” said I, “should kn(?>w the risks 
which you incur by this obstinacy. Mrs. Clifford 
cannot be expected to know ; and I now warn you, 
sir, that tl?p case of Banks & Tressell is a very 
strong one, very well, arranged, and so slightly dif- 
ferent its several links of testimony, that, even the 
absence of old Hansford, (the chief witness,) should 
his answers "iiever be obtained, would scarcely impair 
the integrity of the evidence. In a purely moral point 
of view, nothing can be more complete than it is 
now.” 

“Well, and who wmuld it convict, Mr. Edward 
Clifford?” exclaimed the'inveferate lady, anticipating 
her husband’s answer with accustomed interference ; 

“ who would it convict, if not your own father ? It . 
was as much his business as my husband’s ; and if^ 
there’s any sh&me, I’m sure his memory and his son 
will have to bear their share of it ; and this makes it 
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so much the more wonderful to me -that you should 
take sides against Mr. Cliflbrd, instead of standing up 
in his defence.” 

“I will save him, mndamet if you and he will let 
jne,” I exclaimed with some^indj^ation. ‘‘ Your^re- 
rerence to my father’s share in this transaction does 
not affect me, as it is very* evident that you are not 
altogether acquainted with the true part which he 
had in it. He h^d all the risk, all the loss, all the 
blame — and your husband all the profit-*-all the im- 
portance. He lived pqor, and djed so; without a 
knowledge of those profitable results to his brother 
of which the latter has made his own availt^by leaving 
my father’s memory to aspersion whiejj he did not de- 
serve; and his son to destitution and reproach which 
he merited as little. My fathSr’s memory is liable to 
no reproach when creditor knows that he died 

in a state of poverty, in which his only sonTias ev^ 
lived. Neither he nor I ever shared any of the plea- 
sant fruits, fbr which we are yet to be made account- 
able.” 

“ And whose fault was it that you didn’t get your 
share. I’m sure Mr. Clifford made’ you a« handsome 
an offer yesterday as any mati could desire. Didn’t 
he offer you half f But I suppose nothing shoit of the 
whole would satisfy so ambitious a pd^son.” 

“Neither the half nor the whole wfll serve me, 
madame, in such a business. My respect ftr your 
husband and his family would, of itself, have been suf- 
ficient to prevent my accepTance of his offer.” 

“But there was Julia, Joo, Edward!” said Mr. 
Clifford, approaching, me wffth a most insinuating 
smile. 

“ It is not yet too late,” said Mrs. Clifford, unbend- 
ing a little. “ Ttfke^hetoffer of Mr. CJifford, Edward, 
and be one of us ; and then this ugly business ” 

“ Yes, my dear Edward, even*now, though I have 
spoken with vouns Perkins about the affair, and he 
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tells me there^s nothing so much to be afraid of, yet, 
for the look of the thing, Vd rather that you should be 
seen acting in the business, Aa it’s so well known that 
your falhcr^’had nothing, and you nothing, it’ll then be 
easy for the peopl^4o believe that nothing was the 
gain of any of us; an^ — and 

“Young Perkins may think and say what he 
pleases, and you are yourself capable of judging how 
much respect you may pay to hfs opinion. Mine, 
however, remains unchanged. You will have to pay 
thrs money — nay, .♦his necessity will not come alone. 
The development of all the particulars connected 
with the transaction will disgrace you for ever, and 
drive you fron),the community. Even were I to take 
part with you, I do nol^ see that it would change the 
aspect of affairs. So iTar from your sharing with me 
the reputation of being profitlesf? in the aflair, the pub- 
fic would more naturally suspect that I had shared 
with you — now, if not before — and the whole amount 
involved would not seduce me to incur ^this imputa- 
tion.” 

“ But my daughter — Julia ” 

“Do not' speak of her in this connexion, I implore 
you, Mr. Clifford. Let her name remain pure, uncon- 
taminjiicd by any considerations, whether of mere 
gain or of th^ fraud which the gain is. supposed to in- 
volve. ^Freely would 1 give the sum in question, were 
it mine’, and all the wealth beside that I ever expect 
to acquire, to make Julia Clifford my wife ; — but I 
cannot suffer myself, in such a case as this, to accept 
her as a bride. Nay, I cm sure that she too would 
be the first to object.” 

“And so you really refuse? Well, the world’s 
coming to a ^pretty pass. But I told Mr. Clifford, 
months ago, that you had quite fforgot yourself, ever 
since you had grown .so great with the Edgertons, 
and the Blakes, and"the Fortescues, and all them high- 
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headed people. But I’m surtj, Mr. Edward Clifford, 
my daughter needn’t go a-begging to any man ; and 
as for this business, whatever you may say against 
young Perkins, I’ll takc^his opinion^ theiaw against 
Ihat of any other young lawj^er bWfie country. Kfe’s 
its good as the besf, Pm thinking.” 

“ Your opinion is your own, Mrs. Clifford, but 1 beg 
to set you right on the subject of mine. I did not say 
any thing against Mr. Perkins.” 

“ Oh, I beg your pardon, Pm sure you*did. You 
said he was nothing qf a lawyer, and something 
more.” 

Was there ever a more perverse and e^iil and silly 
woman ! I contented myself with assuring her that 
she was mistaken and had very much misunderstood 
me — took pains to repeat whdl I had really said, and 
then cut short an inter;view that had been painful and 
humbling to me on many grounds. I left th% happy 
pair tete-li-Utey in their princely parlour together, little 
fancying theft there was another argument which had 
been prepared to overthrow my feeble virtue. But 
all this had been arranged by the small cunning of 
this really witless couple. I wa^left to fi»d my way 
down stairs as I might ; and fust when I was about 
to leave the dwelling — vexed to the heart at tke des- 
perate stolidity of the miserable man,V’hom avarice 
•and weakness were about to expose to a. loss which 
might be averted in part, and an exposure lo^nfamy 
which might wholly be avoided, I was encountered by 
the attenuated form and waft countenance of his suf- 
fering but still lovely daugh^r. 
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CHAPTER VIU. 


“ Julia !” I exclaimed, with a start which betrayed, 
I am sur^ quite as much surprise as pleasure. My 
mood was singularly inflexible. My character not 
easily shaken, 'and, once wrought upon by any leading 
influence, my mind preserved the tone which it ac- 
quired beneath it, long after the cause of provocation 
*^.ad be6^h withdrawn. This earnestness of character, 
— amounting to intensity, — gave me an habitual stern- 
ness of look and expression, and I found it hard to 
acquire, of a sudden, that command of muscle which 
would permit me to mould the unduclile lineaments, 
at pleasures to suit the moment. Not even where my 
hdart was most deeply interested, — thus aroused, — 
could^cl look the feelings of the lover, which, never- 
theless, were most truly the predominant ones within 
my bosom. 

“ Juiia,” I exclaimed, “ I did not think to see you.’’ 

“Ah, Edward, did .you wish it?” she replied in 
very mournful accents, gently reproachful, as she suf- 
fered me to take her lyind in mine, and lead her 
back to the parlour in the basement story. I seated 
her upon the sofa, and took a place at her side. 

“ Why should I not wish to see you, Julia ? What 
should lead yqu to fancy now^hat P could wish other 
wise ?” 

“ Alas !” she rej^ied, “ I know not what to think, — 
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I scarcely know what I say. I am very miserable. 
What is this they tell me? Can it be true, Edward, 
that you are acting against my father — that you are 
trying to bring him to shamok and poverty V* 

I released her hand.* I fiiced eyes keenly i»pon 
Tiers. 

‘‘Julia, you have your# instructions what to say. 
You are sent here for this. They have set you in 
waiting to meet me here, and speak things which you 
do not understand, and assert things which I know 
you cannot believe.” 

“ Edward, I believe you !” she exclaimed with em- 
phasis, but with downcast eyes; “but Jit does not 
matter whether I was sent here, or sought you of my 
own free will. They tell me other things — there is 
more, but I have not the hecfrt to say it, and it needs 
not much.” 

“ If you believe me, Julia, it certainly does^not noid 
that you should repeat to me what is said of me by I 
enemies, et|ually unjust to me, and hostile to them- 
selves. Yet I can readily conjecture some things 
which they have told you. Did they not tell you that 
your hand had been proffered n^, and ili^t I had re- 
fused it ?” 

She hung her head in silence. 

“ You do not answer.” 

“ Spare me* ask me not.” 

“Nay, tell me, Julia, that I may see hov^far you 
hold me worthy of your love* your confidence. Speak 
to me, — have they not told*you some such story ?” 

“ Something of this ; butj did not heed it, Edward.” 

“ Julia, — nay ! — di<J you not ?” 

“ And if I did, Edward—” 

“ It surely was not to believe it?” 

“ No ! no ! no ! k h^ no fears of you, — have none, 
dear Edward ! I knew that it was not, could not be 
true.” 
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“ Julia, it was true !” 

« Ah 

“ True, indeed ! There wa^ more truth in that 
than in any^othe^ part of the story. Nay, more — 
had^lhey told you^l thi3 truth, dearest Julia, that 
part, strange as it appear, \<^ould have giver/ 
you less pain than pleasurei” 

“ How ! Can it be so !” 

‘‘ Your hand was proffered me b}*your father, and 
I refused il ' Nay, look not from me, dearest — fear 
not* for my affection — fear nothing. I should have 
no fear that you could suppose me false to you, 
though the ^hole world should come and tell you so. 
True love is always secured by a just confidence in 
Uhe beloved object, and without this confidence, the 
' whole life is a series of fbng doubts, struggles, griefs, 
and apprehensions, which brcaji down the strength 
ami lay ftie spirit in the dust. I will now tell you, in 
few words, what is the relation in which 1 stand to 
your father and his family. He, many ^ears ago, 
committed an error in business, which tht; laws dis- 
tinguish by a harsher name. By this error he became 
rich. UntiUrecentlyj* the proofs of this error were 
unkTiown. They have kitely been discovered by cer- 
tain claimants, who are demanding reparation. In 
the difficulty of^your father he came to me. I ex- 
amined the business, and have given it as my opinion, 
that he ^should stifle the legal process by endeavour- 
ing to make a private arrangement with the cre- 
■ditors.” 

“ Could he do this V’ 

“ He could. The creditors were willing, and at 
first he consented that I should arrange it with them. 
He now rejects^the arrangement.” 

“But why?’ 

“Because it involves the surrender oi me entire 
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amount of property which thoy claim — a sum of forty 
thousand dollars.” 

“But, dear Edward* is it due? — does my father 
owe this- money ? If he docs, purely he ceidinot refuse, 
perhaps he thinks that Tic o\w3s npyU^fng.” 

“Nay, Julia, unHappily he Itnows it, anjJ the offer 
of your hand and half of •the sum mentioned, was 
made to me, on the express condition that I should 
exert my influcnc# as a man, and my ingenuity as 
a lawyer, in baffling the creditors and stifling the 
claim.” 

The poor girl was silent and iTung her head, her 
eyes fixed upon the carpet, and the big l^ars slowly 
gathering, dropping from them, one Iw one. Mean- 
while, I explained, as tenderly as I could, the evil 
consequences which threatened Mr. Clifford in conse- 
quence of his conturnao^'. 

“ Alas !” she exclaimed, ‘‘ it is not his fafilt. 
would be willing — I heard him say as much last 
night — but tnother — she will not consent. She re- 
fused positively the moment father said it would be 
necessary to sell out, and move to a cheaper house. 
Oh, Edward, is there no way that you caj;! save us 1 
Save my father from shame, though he gives uD»all 
the money.” 

“ Would I not do this Julia? Na 3 ^ were Fowner 
of the necessary amount myself, believef me, it should 
not be withheld.” 

“I do believe you, EdwarJ ; — but” — and here her 
voice sunk to a whisper — ‘^you must try again, try 
again and again, — for I tljink that father knows the 
danger though mother^oes not; and I think — 1 hope — 
he will be firm enough, when you press him, and warn 
him of the danger, to do as you wish (jim.” 

“ I am afraid fiot^ Jijia, — your mother ” 

“ Do not fear — hope — hope all, deTir Edward, for, 
to confess to vou, I /,7iow that they are anxious to 
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have your support — thty said as much. Nay, why 
should I hide any thing from you? They sent me 
here to see — to speak with yQU — and ” 



make me !” 

“ No ! no ! — Heaven forbid, dear Edward, that you 
should fancy that any such desire^ had a place, even 
for a momtnt, in my mind. No ! I knew not that the 
case involved any^but mere ijaoney considerations. I 
knew not that 

“Enough! Say no more, Julia! I do not think 
that you would counsel me to my own shame.” 

“ No ! no ! i^ou do me only justice. But, Edward, 
you will save my fathei^! You will trv — vou will see 
him again ” 

%»“Wh^t! to suffer again the open scorn, the de- 
clared doubts of my friendship and integrity, which is 
the constant language of your mother ? * Can it be 
that you would desire that I should dp this — nay 
seek it !” 

“ For my poor father’s sake !” she cried, gaspingly. 

But I shook my head sternly. 

mine, then, — for mine 1 for mine !” 

She threw herself into my arms, and clung to me 
until I promised all that she required. * And as I pro- 
mised, f strove, I used every argument, resorted to 
every mode of persuasion, but all was of no avail. 
Mr. Clifford was under •the rigid, the iron govern- 
ment of his fate ! His wi(p was one of those misera- 
bly silly Women — born, according to lago — 

“To suckle fools and chronicle small beer — 

who, raised to the sudden control ot unexpected 
wealth, becomes insane upon it, and is blind, deaf, and 
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dumb, to all counsel or reajon which suggests the 
possibility of its loss. From the very moment when 
Mr. Clifford spoke of selling out house, horses and 
carriagCj as the inevitable result which must follow 
his adoption of my r«comm*cnda^istn, sfie declared 
flprself against it aUall hazarS^ particularly when Rer 
husband assured her, that “ the glorious urfbertainties 
of the law,” afforded a possibility of his escape with 
less loss. The los| of money was, with her, the item 
of most consideration ; her mind was totally insensi- 
ble to that of reputation. She was willing to make 
this compromise with m^, as a sor^ of alternative, fSr" 
in that case, there would be no diminution of attend- 
ance and expense — no loss of rank an^ equipage. 
We should all live together, — how haiimoniously, one 
may imagine, — but the grandgur and the state would 
still be intact and unimpaired. Even for this, how- 
ever, she was not prepared, when she discovered that 
there was no certainty that my alliance would brid|; 
immunity her husband. IIow this notion got even 
partially into his head, I know not; unless in conse- 
quence of ap growing imbecility of intellect, which in 
a short time after, betrayed itself more strikinsrlv. 
But of this in its own place. 

My attempts to convince my unfortunate uncle 
were all rendered unavailing, and ijjiown Sb 

to Julia herseif, in a very short time afterwards. 
The insolence of Mrs. Clifford, when I did ^eek an 
interview wdth her husband, was so offensive and 
unqualified, that Julia horsey',* with a degree of indig- 
nation which she could not entirely suppress, begged 
me to quit the house and •relieve myself from such 
undeserved insult and* abuse. I did so, but with no 
unfriendly wishes for the wretched woman who pre- 
sided over its ^eslinies, and the no •less wretched 
objects whom she fielded to make so«; and my place 
as consulting friend and counsellor, was soon supplied 
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by Mr. Perkins, — one of those young barristers, to be 
found in every community, who regard the “ penny 
fee” as the sine qua non, and obey implicitly the 
injunction pf the scoyndrel ’ in the play,— “ make 
money — honestlj^jf yog, can*, but — make money !” 
He was one of those cceatures wlw set people at log- 
gerheads, goad foolish and petulant clients into law- 
suits, stir up commotions in little sets, and invariably 
comfort the suit-bringer with the^most satisfactory 
assurances^ of success. It was the confident assu- 
ragices of this person which had determined Mr. Clif- 
ford — his wife ratljer, — to resist to the last, the suit 
in question. Through the sheer force of impudence, 
this man had acquired a tolerable share of practice. 
His clients, as^ may be supposed, lay chiefly among 
such persons, as having no power or standard for 
judging, necessarily look upon him who is most bold 
and pusihing as the most able and trustworthy. The 
bullies of the law, and, unhappily, the profession has 
quite too many, are very commanding persons among 
the multitude. Mr. Clifford knew this fellow’s mental 
reputation very well, and was not deceived by the 
confidence of his aj^surances ; nay, to the last, he 
showed a fiankering desire, to give me the entire con- 
trol of the subject, but the hostility of Mrs. Clifford 
fiVeritlied his nv.>re prudent, if not more honourable, 
purposes ; and, as he was compelled to^seek a lawyer,, 
the questionable moral standing of Perkins, decided 
his choice. He wished one, in short, to do a certain 
piece of dirty work, and, as if in anticipation of the 
future, he dreaded to pnfold the case to any of the 
veterans, the old time gerhlemen and worthies of the 
bar. I proposed this to him. I offered to make a 
supposititious relation of the facts for the opinion of 
Mr. Edgerton and others — nay, pledged myself to 
procure a confidential consultation — any thing sooner 
than that he should^ resort to a mode of extrication, 
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which, 1 assured hini, would only the more deeply 
involve him in the meshes of disgrace and loss. But 
there was a fatality a^out this gentleman — a doom 
that would not be batfled and could noUbe stayed. 
The wilful mind alwa/s precipitat-cs^ itself down Hie 
^lyss, and, whethef acting by* his own, or.under the 
influence of another’s judgment, such was, most cer- 
tainly, the case with him. He was not to be saved. 
Mr. Perkins was regularly installed as his defender — 
his counsellor, private and public — and liwas com- 
pelled, though with humiliating reluctance, to admii 
to the plaintiffs. Banks & Tressell,*that there was no 
longer any hope of compromise. The isstjg on which 
hung equally his fortune and his reputation was in- 
sanely challenged by my uncle. 
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But my share in the troubles of this afliiir was not 
to end, though 1 was no longer my uncle’s counsellor. 
An event j^ow took place which gave the proceedings 
a new, and not less unpleasing aspect, than they had 
worn before. 'Mrs. Clifford, it appears, in her com- 
munications to her hus^band’s lawyer, did not confine 
herself to the mere business of the lajysuit. Her vo- 
hmino6s discourse involved her opinions of her neigh- 
bours, friends, and relatives; and, one day, a few 
weeks after, I was suddenly surprised hy> a visit from 
a gentleman — one of the members of the bar — who 
placed a letter in my hand from Mr. Perkins. I read 
this billet with no , small astonishment. It briefly 
stated that certain reports had reached his ears, that 
J^^J^^-^expressed myself contemptuously of his abilities 
and character, and concluded with an explicit demand, 
not for an eilplanation, but an apology. My answer 
was immediate. 

“You will do me the favour to say, Mr. Carter, 
that Mr. Perkins has been misinformed. I never ut- 
tered any thing in my Jife which could disparage 
either his moral or legal reput^ation.” 

“ I am sorry to say, Mr. Clifford,” was the reply, 
“ that denial is unnecessary, and cannot be received. 
Mr. Perkins has his information from the lips of a 
lady, — and as "a lady is not responsible, she cannot be 
allowed to err. I am required, sir, to insist on an 
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apology. I have already frafned it, and it only needs 
your signature.” 

He drew a short, folded letter, from his pocket, and 
placed it before me. 'J'here \tas so much»cool imper- 
tinence in this proceeding, and in the fellow’s manrter, 
that I could with difliculty retrain from flinging the 
paper in his face. lie was^^ne of the little and vulgar 
clique of which Perkins was a sort of centre. This 
whole set were ccfhscious enough of the low estimate 
which was put upon them by the gentlemeti of the bar. 
Denied caste, they werg disposed^ to force their w«fy 
to recognition by the bully’s process, and slung by 
some recent discouragements, Mr. Perkins was, per- 
haps, rather glad than otherwise, of ^le silly, and no 
less malicious than silly, tattle of Mrs. Cliflbrd, — for I 
did not doubt that the gross' perversion of the truth 
which formed the basi| of his note, had originated with 
her, which enabled him to single out a victfm, wlw), 
as the times went, had suddenly risen to a compara- 
tive elevation w^hich is not often accorded to a young 
beginner. J readily conjectured his object from his 
character and that of the man he sent. My owm na- 
ture was passionate; and the pude school through 
which my boyhood had gone, had made me as tdha- 
cious of my onject as the grave. That I shwLUi^ 
chafed by reptiles such as these, stun^me to vexation; 
and though I I^ept from any violence ^f^y 

w^ords did not lack of it. 

Mr. Perkins is, permit mo to say, a very imper- 
tinent fellow ; and, if you filease, our conference will 
cease from this moment,” 

He was a little astownded — rose, and then recover- 
ing himself, proceeded to reply with the air of a vete- 
ran martinet. 

“ I am glad, sit-, tbatwou give me ap opportunity of 
proceeding with this business without delay. My 
friend^ Mr. Perkins, prepared me* for some such an- 
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swer. Oblige me, sir, by reading this paper.” He 
handed me the challenge for which his preliminaries 
had prepared me. 

“ Accepted, sir; I will send my friend to you in the 
course of the morning.” 

As I uttered this reply, I bowea and waved him to 
the door. He did not anrwer, other than by a bow, 
and took his departure. The promptness which I had 
shown impressed him with respect. Baffled, in his 
first spring, the bully, like the tiger, is very apt to 
riink back to his jungle. His departure gave me a 
brief opportunity lor reflection, in which I slightly 
turned ovpr in my mind the arguments for and 
against duelling. But these were now too late, — even 
were they to decide me against the practice, — to 
affect the present transaction; and I sallied out to 
seek a friend — a friend ! Here was the first difficulty, 
lihad piPecious little choice among friends. My tem- 
per was not one calculated to make or keep friends. 
My earnestness of character, and intensity of mood, 
made me dictatorial ; and where self-esteem is a large 
and active development, as it must be in* an old aris- 
tocratic community,5Uch qualities are continually pro- 
voking popular hostility. My friends, too, were not of 
to whom such scrapes as the present were 
congenial. I w’as unwilling to go to young Edgerton, 
as I did not wish to annoy his parenls by my novel 
anxieties. But where else could I turn? To him I 
went When he heard, my story, he began by endea- 
vouring to dissuade me fff3m the meeting. 

“I am pledged to it, William,” was my only 
answer. 

“ But, Edward, I am opposed to duelling myself, 
and should not promote or encourage, in another, a 
practice which 1 would not be will'ng^myself to adopt.” 

A good anh sufficient reason, William. You cer- 
tainly should not. I will go to Frank Kingsley.” 
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“He will serve you, I know; but, Edward, this 
duelling is a bad business. It does no sort of good. 
Kill Perkins, and it does not prove to him, even if he 
were then able to hea«, that Mrs. Clifford spoke a 
falsehood ; and if l:i^ kills yod,^ou are even still far- 
ther from convincing him.” 

“ I have no such desire, William ; and j yjui U.I gu- 
ment, by the way, is one of those beggings of the 
question which the opponents of duelling continually 
fall into when discussing the subject. The object of 
the man, who, in a case like mine, fights a duel, is 
not to prove his truth, but to protect himself from per- 
secution. Perkins seeks to bully and driv^^me out of 
the community. Public opinion here ^^pproves of this 
mode of protecting one’s self nay, if 1 do not avail 
myself of its agency, the same public opinion would 
assist my assailant in»my expulsion. I fight^on the 
same ground that a nation fights when it goes to wdT. 
It is the most obvious and easy mode to protect my- 
self from injury and insult. So long as I submit, Per- 
kins will insult and bully, and the city will encourage 
him. If I resist, I silence this fellow, and perhaps pro- 
tect other young beginners. I hSve not tlTb most dis- 
tant idea of convincing him of my truth by fighting 
him, — nay, the idea of giving him satisfactioirt9®S5f* 
idea that nevee entered my brain. I ^mply take a 
popular mode of securing myself from outr^e and 
persecution.” 

“ But, do you secure yourself? Has duelling this 
result ?” 

“ Not invariably, perhapsr, simply because the con- 
dition of humanity doc*S not recognise invariable re- 
sults. If it is shown to be the probable, the frequent 
result, it is all that can be expected t)f any human 
agency or law.” 

“ But, is it probable — frequent ?” 

“ Yqs, almost certain, almost invariable. Look at 
1 &* 
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the general manners, the deportment, the forbearance, 
of all communities where duelling is recognised as an 
agent of society. See the superior deference paid to 
females, the^ unfrequenc'y of Ivillying, the absence of 
bla'ckguarding, the higl^ei* tone of the public press, and 
of society 'in general, from which the public press 
takes its tone, and which it represents in our country, 
but does not often inform. Even seduction is a rare 
offence, and a matter of general ekclamation, where 
this extra-judicial agent is recognised.’^ 

And so forth. Jt is not necessary to repeat our 
discussion of this vexed question, of its uses and 
abuses. I Jid not succeed in convincing him, and, 
under existing ^jcircumstances, it is not reasonable to 
imagine that his arguments had any influence over 
me. To Frank Kingsley I went, and found him 
in better mood to take up the crdgels, and even make 
nfiy cause his own. He was one of those ardent 
bloods, who liked nothing better than the excitement 
of such an affair; whether as principal or' assistant, it 
mattered little. To him I expressed my vush that his 
arrangements should bring the matter to an issue, if 
possible, w^hin the ijext twenty-four hours. 

“ Prime !” he exclaimed, rubbing his hands. “ That’s 
like. If you shoot as quickly now, and as 
much to the point, you may count any button on Per- 
kins’ coat.” 

He proceeded to confer with the friend of my op- 
ponent, while, with a meditative mind, I went to my 
office, necessarily oppressed with the strange feelings 
belonging to my situation. In less than two hours 
after Kingsley brought me the carte, by which I 
found that the meeting was to take place two miles 
out of town, by sunrise the day after the one ensuing, — 
the weapons, pistols, — distance," as" customary, ten 
paces ! 

“ You are a shot; of course?” said Kingsley.^ 
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My answer, in the negative, astonished him. 

‘‘ Why, you will have little or no time for practiee.” 

“ I do not intend it. My object is not to kill this 
man; blit to make higi and'all others ?ec that the 
dread of what mj^y be don<5, cither by him or them, 
will never reconcile me to submit to injui^ or insult. 
I shall as effectually secure this object by going out, as 
1 do, without preparation, as if I were the best shot 
in America. lie •does not know that I am nof; and 
a pistol is always a source of danger vthen in the 
grasp of a determined njan.” 

‘‘ You arc a queer fellow in your notions, Clifford, 
and I cannot say that I altogether unde«tand you; 
but you must certainly ride out witl^ me this after- 
noon, and bark a tree. It will do no hurt to a deter- 
mined man to be a skilful one also.” 

“ I see no use in it.S 

“ Why, — what if you should wish to wingliim f 
I think T can do it without practice. But I have 
no such desire.'' 

“ Really ^ou are unnecessarily magnanimous. You 
may be put to it, however. Should the first shot be 
ineffectual and he should demarata second^would you 
throw aw^ay that also 

“ No ! I should then try to shoot him. As 
pie aim is to ^cure myself from persqijution, which 
is usually the most effectual mode of destroying a 
young man in this country, I should resort only to such 
a course as would be likely lo yield me this security. 
That failing, I should employ stronger measures ; pre- 
cisely as a nation would d(>in a similar conflict with 
another nation. One* must not suffer himself to be 
destroyed or driven into exile. This is the first law 
of nature — this of self-preservation. 4n maintaining 
this law, a man fhuA cte any or all thiggs which in his 
deliberate judgment, will be effectual for the end pro- 
posed. Were I fi^htini? with satae^es. for example, 
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and knew that they regarded their scalps with more 
reverence than their lives, I should ceitainly scalp as 
well as slay.” 

‘‘ They w’ould call that barbarous 

“Ay, no doubt; paiticulaily in those countries 
where ihey^paid from five to and even one hun- 
dred pounds to one Indian tor the scalp of his brother, 
until they rid themselves of both. But see you not 
that the scalping process, as it prodbccs the most ter- 
ror and annoyance, is decidedly the most merciful, 
Sir being most likely to discourage and deter from 
war. If the scalp could be taken from the head of 
every SemF?iole shot down, be sure the survivors never 
after would ha\{e come within range of rifle shot.” 

But these discussions^gave way to the business be- 
fore me. Kingsley left me to myself, and though sad 
and serious w ilh oppressive thoughts, I still had enough 
of the old habits, dominant with me, to go to my daily 
concerns, and arrange my papers with considerable 
industry and customary method. My professional 
business was set in order, and Edgerton dvly initialed 
in the knowledge of all such portions as needed expla- 
nation. Tl?ls done, I’^atdown and wrote a long fare- 
well letter to Julia, and one, more brief, but renewing 
^hipilPWinsel I had picviously given to her father, in 
respect to the, suit against him. These letters were so 
disposed as to be sent in the event of my falling in 
the fight. The interval which followed was not so 
easy to be borne. Conscience and reflection were 
equally busy, and unpleasantly so. I longed for the 
time of action which should silence these unpleasant 
monitors. 

The brief space of twenty-four hours was soon 
overpassed, and my anxieties ceased as the moment 
for the meeting with my enCfmy, arew nigh. My 
friend called at my lodgings a good hour before day- 
light — it was a point of credit with him that we ^should 
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not delay the opposite party riie sixtieth pait of a se- 
cond, We drove out into the country in a close car- 
nage, taking a suigeon^ — who was a friend of Kings- 
ley, — along with us We wore on the gaound in due 
season, and some little time before our customers. 
But they did not Tul or dela/ us. Thevivere there 
with sufficient promptitude* 

Perkins was a man of coolness and courage. He 
took his position #vith nonchalance I 

observed, when his e}es met mine, thatithey w^ere 
darkened with a scowl of anger. His blows we«e 
contracted, and his face*w hi( h was oidinai ily red, had 
an increased flush upon it which betiayed^nusual ex- 
citement lie evidently regarded me with feelings of 
bitter animosity. Perhaps this was Tialural enough, 
if he believed the story of Mrs. Cliffoid, — and my 
scornful answer to his fnend, Mr. Carter, was not cal- 
culated to lessen the soreness. For my pj^t, I ^ 
free to declare, I had not the smallest sentiment of 
unkindncssMowards the fellow. I thought little of 
him, but did not hate, I could not have haled him I 
had no wisTi to do him hurt; and, as already slated, 
only went out to put a stop to farther annoyances 
of insolents and bullies, by the only effectual modtf, — 
piecisel) as I should have used a bludgeon 
head, in the event of a peisonal assaiilt upon me. Of 
course, I had ffo purpose to do him anj^ injury, unless 
with the view to my own safety. 1 resol vcd*secietly 
to throw away my fire. Kjngsley suspected me of 
some such intention, and earnestlv protested against it. 

I should not yfface youj;* ball,” he said, “ if I fan- 
cied you could do a thing so d d foohsh. The 

fellow intendji to shooi you if he can. Help him to a 
share of the same sauce.” 

I nodded as 4ie •proceeded to his arrangements. 
Here some confeience ensued between the seconds; — 
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“Mr. Carter was veiy sorry that such a business 
must proceed. Was it yet too late to rectily mis- 
takes? Might not the matter be adjusted ?” 

Kingsley, on such occasions, the very Prince of 
PijUdilio, agreed that the matter vyas a very lamenta- 
ble one — tp be regretted, and so forth, — but of the 
necessity of the thing, he, Mr. Carter, for his principal, 
must be the only judge. 

“ Mr. Carter could answer for hfis friend, Mr. Per- 
kins, that iKi was always accessible to reason.’* 

“ Mr. Kingsley never knew a man more so than 
his principal.” 

“ May V4IP not reconcile the parties?” demanded Mr. 
Carter. 

“ Does Mr. Perkins withdraw his message ?” an- 
swered Kingsley by arfother question. 

“ He would do so, readily, w,/?re there any prospect 

adjusting the matter upon an honourable fooling.” 

“ Mr. Carter will be pleased to name the basis for 
what he esteems an honourable adjustmeiit.” 

“ Mr* Perkins withdraws his challenge.” 

“ We have no objection to that.” 

“He substitutes courteous requisition upon Mr. 
Clifford for an explanation of certain language, sup- 
fUttA^to be offensive, made to a lady.” 

“ Mr. Clifford denies, without qualification, the em- 
ployment of any such language.” 

“ This throws us back on our old ground ;” said 
Carter — “ there is a lady in question, — ” 

“ Who cannot certainly be brought into the contro- 
versy said Kingsley — “ J see no other remedy, Mr. 
Carter, but that we should place the parties. We are 
here to answer to your final summons.” 

“Very good, sir. This matter, and what happens, 
must lie at yoqr door. You aj?e peremptory. I trust 
you have provided a surgeon.” 
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‘‘ His services are at your rgied, sir replied Kings- 
ley with military courtesy. 

“ 1 thank you, sir, — my remark had reference to 
your ow.n necessity. JSfiall we. toss up for ^he word?’' 

These preliminaries \fere soon adjusted. The w<ii’d 
fell to Carter, and thus gave ar> advantage to Perkins, 
as his ear was more familiar than mine With the ac- 
cents of his friend. We were placed, and the pistol put 
into my hands, wijiout my uttering a sentence. 

“ Coolly now, my dear fellow said Kingsley in a 
whisper, as he withdrew from my side ; — ‘‘ wing hiq^ 
at least — but don’t burn powder l‘c«* nothing.” 

Scarcely the lapse of a moment followed, when I 
heard the words one,” “ two,” “ three,” iTt tolerably 
rapid succession, and, at the utteranoe of the last, I 
pulled trigger. My antagontt had done so at the 
first. His eye was fixed upon mine with deliberate 
malignity — that I deafly saw — but it did not aflect my 
shot. This, 1 purposely threw away. The skill of 
my enemy did not correspond with his evident desires. 
I was hurt, but very slightly. His bullet merely 
raised the s^in upon the fleshy part of my right thigh. 
We ke])t our places while a conference ensued be- 
tween the two seconds. Mr. I^erkins, ttirough Jiis 
friend, declared himself unsatisfied unless I apologized, 
or — in less unpleasant language — explained. ^ ThiS* 
demand was answered by Kingsley wirfi cavalier in- 
difference. He came to me with a second pistol. 
His good-humoured visage was now slightly ruffled. 

“ Clifford !” said he, as h^ put the weapon into my 
hand, you must trifle no longer. This fellow abuses 
your generosity. He kno\^s, as well as I, that you 
threw away your fire ; and he will play the same 
game with you, on the same terms, for a month to- 
gether, Sundays ,noL excepted. 1 am ijot willing to 
stand by and see you risk your life ift this manner ; 
and, unless you tell me that you will give him as good 
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as he sends, I leave yois-on the spot. Will you take 
aim this time?” 

“ I will !” 

“ You pcomise me then ?” 

I do!” I was conscious <!»f the increased activity 
of my organ of destructiveness as' I said these words. 
I smiled with a feeling f^f pleasant bitterness — that 
spicy sort of malice, which you may sometimes rouse 
in the bosom of the best nalured man in the world, by 
an attempUto do him irijustice. The wmund I had re- 
fteived, though very trifling, had no little to do with 
this determination. It was hot unlike such a wound 
as would be made by a smart stroke of a whip, and 
the effect upon my blood was pretty much as if it had 
been inflicted by some such instrument. I was stung 
and irritated by it, and^v the pertinacity of my enemy, 
particularly as he must have seen that my shot was 
tl^rown *away, decided me to punish him if I could. 
I did so ! I was not conscious that I was hurt myself, 
until I saw him falling ! — I then felt a heavy and numb- 
ing sensation in the same thigh which had been touched 
before. A faintness relieved me from present sensi- 
bility, and ^'hen I became conscious, I found myself 
in ithe carriage, supported by Kingsley and the sur- 
geon, on my way to my lodgings. My wound was a 
nesh wound only ; the ball was soon extracted, and 
in a few weeks after, I was enabled lo move about 
with scarcely a feeling of inconvenience. My oppo- 
nent suffered a much heavier penalty. The bone of 
his leg was fractured, and it was several months before 
he was considered perfectly safe. The lesson he got 
made him a sorer and a wiser, if not a better man ; 
but as I do not now, and did not then, charge myself 
with the task of bringing about his moral improve- 
ment, it is not incumbent upo^ say any thing 

farther on this ^subject now. We will leave him to 
get better as he may. 
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CHAPTER X. 


The hurts of Perkins did not, unhappily, delay the. 
progress of my uncle to^hat destruction to which his 
silly wife and knavish lawyer had destined him. His 
business was brought before the court by theTlaimants, 
Messrs. Banks & Tressell; and a bri^f period only 
was left him for putting in his answer. When I thought 
of Julia, I resolved, in spite of all previous difficulties, 
— the sneers of the fatRer, and the more directj»coarjp 
insults of the mother, — to make one more effort to 
rescue him from the fate which threatened him. I 
felt sure that, for the reasons already given, the mer- 
chants woulR still be willing to effect a compromise 
which would secure them the prigcipal of ijieir claim, 
without incurring the delay and risk of litigation. Ac- 
cordingly, 1 penned a note to Mr. Clifford, requesting 
permission to wait upon him at home, a staled hour. 
To this I received a cold brief answer, covering the 
permission which I sought. I went, but might #is well 
have spared myself the labour and annoyance of this 
visit. Mrs. Clifford was still *in the ascendant — still 
deaf to reason, and utterly blind to the base position 
into which her meddlesome* interference in the busi- 
ness threw her husbanef. She had her answer ready ; 
and did not merely content herself with rejecting my 
overtures, but pr 4 )c^dgd to speak in the language 
of one who really regarded me as busily seeking, by 
covert ways, to effect the ruin o^ her family. Her 
VOL. 1. i X 
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looks and language equally expressed the indignation 
of a mind perfectly convinced of the fraudulent and 
evil purposes of the person sl\e addressed. Those of 
my uncle were scarcely less offensive. A grin of 
malicious self-gratulation mantled his lips as he thank- 
ed me for ipy counsel, ^^hich, he yet remarked, “ how- 
ever wise and good, and well-intended, he did not 
think it advisable to adopt. He had every confidence 
in the judgment of Mr. Perkins, who, though without 
the great tegal knowledge of some of his youthful 
neighbours, had enough for his purposes ; and had 
persuaded him to see the m‘atter in a very different 
point of vjew from that in which I was pleased to 
regard it.’* 

'There was fio doing any thing wdth, or for, these 
people. The fiat for ffieir overthrow had evidently 
l)een issued. The fatuity which leads to sclf-destruc- 
lil^n wa^s fixed upon them, and with a feeling rather 
of commiseration tfian anger, 1 prepared to leave the 
house. Jn this interview, 1 made a disci^very which 
tended still more to lessen the hostility I might other- 
wise have felt towards my uncle. I was 'constrained 
to perceiv^e that he laboured under an intellectual 
feebleness and incertitude which disconcerted his ex- 
[)ression, left his thoughts seemingly wdthout purpose, 
and altogether ♦'convinced me that if not positively 
imbecile in rhind and memory, there Were yet some 
ugly symptoms of incapacity growing upon him which 
might one day result in jhe loss of both. I had always 
known him to be a we»k-minded man, disposed to 
vanity and caprice, but tjie weakness had expanded 
very much in a brief period, apd now presented itself 
to my view in sundry very salient aspects. It was 
easy now to , divert his attention from the business 
which he had in hand, — a single (Casual remark of 
courteisy or observation would have this effect, — and 
then his mind wandered from the subject with all the 
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levity and caprice of a thoughtless damsel. He 
seemed to entertain now no sort of apprehension of 
his legal difficulties, ^nd spoke of them as topics 
already adjusted. Nay, fornhat mattery he seemed 
to have no serious sense of any subject, whatefv^cr 
might be its personal or gcnCral interest passing 
from point to point, exhibited that instability of mental 
vision, wliicli may not inaptly be compared to ihcil' 
wandering glance which is usually supposed <o dis- 
tinguish and detiote, in the physical eye, the presence 
of insanity. It was not often now that he indulged, 
while speaking to me, in that manner of hostility, — 
those sneers and sarcastic remarks, which had been 
his common habit. This was another proof of the 
change which his mental man had undergone. lt.,was 
not that he was more prudent or more tolerant than 
before. He was quye as little disposed to be gene- 
rous towards me. But he now^ appeared wholl}^ in- 
capable of that degree of intellectual concentration 
which coflld enable him to examine a subject to its 
close. Us would begin to talk with me seriously 
enough, and with a due solemnity, about the suit 
against him, but, in a tangent, would itrt off to the* 
consideration of some trifle, some household msrttcr, 
or petty aflair, of which, at any other lime, he must 
have known that his hearers had^no wish to hear. 
Poor Julia confirmed the conjectures Vhich I enter- 
tained, but did not utter, by telling me that her father 
had changed very much ia his ways ever since Ihig 
business had been begun. 

“ Mother does not se<^ it, Dut he is no longer thq 
same man. Oh, Edward, I sometimes think he’s eveq 
growing childish.” 

The fear was a well-founded one. Before the case 
was tried, Mr. Clilibml was generally regarded, among 
those who knew him intimately, as^ little better thaf 
an imbecile ; and so rapid wr« the procress of hii 
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infirmity, that when the* judgment was given, as it 
was, against him, he was wholly unable to understand 
or fear its import. His own sense of guilt had 
anticipated ^its effects and l|is intense vanity was 
saved from public shame only by, the substitution of 
public pity^ The decree of the court gave all that 
was asked, and the handsotne competence of the Clif- 
fords was exchanged for a miserable pittance, which 
enabled the family to live only in the very humblest 
manner. 

It will readily bq conjectured, from what I have 
stated in respect to myself, that mine was not the 
disposition >-3 seek revenge or find cause for exulta- 
tion in these deplorable events. I had no hostility 
against my unhappy uncle ; I should have scorned 
myself if I had. If such a feeling ever filled my 
bosom, it would have been most, effectually disarmed 
bynhe sfght of the wretched old man, a grinning, 
gibbering idiot, half-dancing and half-shivering from 
the cold, over the remnants of a miserable and scant 
fire in the severest evening in November. It was 
when the affair v/as all over, when the property of 
the family vras all in the hands of the sheriff; when 
the mischievous counselof such a person as Jonathan 
Perkins, Esquire, could do no more harm even to so 
foolish a person ^as my uncle’s wife; ^nd when his 
presence, naturally enough withdrawn from a family 
from which he could derive no farther profit, and 
which he had helped to ruin, was no longer likely to 
offend mine by meeting hiiVi there, that 1 proceeded 
to renew my direct intercourse with the unfortunate 
people whom I was not suffered -to save. 

The reader is not to suppose that I had kept myself 
9 ntirely aloof from the family until these disasters had 
happened. I sought Julia when ocCasfbn offered, and 
though she refused it, tendered my services and my 
Tfieans whenever they might be bestowed with, hope 



OR, TffE BLIND HEART. 


12 ^ 

of good. And now, when all was over, and I met 
her at the door, and she sank upon my bosom, and 
wept in my embrace, *81111 less than ever was I dis- 
posed to show to herdiriother the nalurat triumph of 
a sagacity which Jiad shown^ itself at the expense of 
hers. I forgot, in the first glance of my »ncle, all his 
lolly and unkindness. H(f was now a shadow, and 
the mental wreck was one of the most deplorable, as 
it was one of the most rapid and complete thaf could 
be imagined. In less than seven montfis, a strong 
man — strong in heaUh — strong, as supposed, in 
intellect — singularly acute in his dealings among 
tradesmen — regarded by them as one #f the most 
shrewd in the fraternity — vain of Jjis parts, of his 
family, and of his fortune — solicitous of displa}^»andj 
constant in its indulgence! That such a man shouldi 
be stricken down to imbecility and idiolism — a meagre! 
skeleton in form — pale, puny, timid — crouebihg by*lhe 
fireplace— grinning, with stealthy looks, momently 
cast around him — and playing — his most constant 
employment — with the bellows-strings that hung be- 
side him, or the little kitten, that, delighted with newj 
consideration, had learned to take her plawe constantlyi 
at his feet ! What a wreck ! But the moral man*had 
been wrecked before, or this could not have been. It 
was only becsiuse of his guilt — of it? exposure rather, 
— that he sunk. In striving to shake olT ihc oppressive 
burden, he shook off the intellect which had I5cen com- 
pelled chiefly to endure it. •The sense of shame, the 
conviction of loss, and, po*ssibly, other causes of con- 
science which lay yet deeper — for the progeny of crime 
is most frequently a fitter as numerous as young pup- 
pies — helped to crush the mind which was neither 
strong enough to resist temptation at«first, nor to bear 
exposure at last. *1 turned away wyh a tear, which 
I could not suppress, from the wretched spectacle. 
But I Qould have borne w'ith mcfre oatience to behold 
11 * 
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this ruin, than to subdue the rising reproach which 1 
felt, as I turned to encounter Mrs. Clifford. This 
weak woman, still weak, recei'Ved me coldly, and I 
coijld see in^her looks that she* regarded me as one, 
whom it is natural to suppose, woi>!d feel some exul- 
tation at beholding their downfal. I saw this, but de- 
termined to say nothing in^'tlie attempt to undo these 
impressions. I knew that time was^the best teacher 
in all such matters, and resolved that my deportment 
should gradually make her wiser on the subject of 
that nature which she had so*ffrequently abused, and 
which, I well knew, she could never understand. But 
this hope k-^oon ‘discovered to be unavailing. Her 
disaster had onW soured, not subdued her, and with 
the fsatural tendency of the vulgar mind, she seemed 
to regard me as the person to whom she should 
ascribe them all. As, to her ♦ narrow intellect, it 
seethed natural that I should exult in the accomplish- 
dment of my predictions, so it was a process, equally 
’natural, that she should couple me with their occur- 
rence; and, indeed I was too nearly connected with 
'the event, through the medium of my unconscious 
ffather, not fo feel som’e portion of the affliction on his 
Jaccount also ; though neither his memory nor my re- 
•Iputation suffered ^rom the developement of the affair 
^in the community where we lived. Mrs. Clifford did 
}not openly, or in words, betray the feelings which 
Kvere striving in her soul; but the general restraint 
'which she put upon herself in my presence, the acer- 
^bity of her tone, manner, and language to poor Juliac 
^and the unvaried querulous^ess of her remarks, were 
Fsufficient to apprise me of the spite which she would 
have willingly bestowed upon myself, had she any 
^tolerable occasion for doing so. A few weeks served 
^still further to humble the conceK and insolence of the 
'^unfortunate woman. The affair turned out much 
’imore seriously than T expected. A sudden fall in the 
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value of real and personal estate, just about the time! 
when the sheriff’s sale look place, rendered necessary 
a second levy, which %wept the miserable remnant of 
Mr. Cfifford’s fortune^ leaving nothing to the fagpily 
but a mere pittance, and a,small estate which hadi 
been secured by settlement to Mrs. Clifford and her 
daughter, and which the sheriff could not legally lay 
hands on. I c^me forward at this juncture, and,r 
having allow'cd them to remove into thg small tene- 
ment to whicli, in their reduced condition they found 
it prudent to retire, I«requesied* a private interview 
with Mrs. Clifford, and readily obtained it. I was re-j 
ceived by the good lady in apparent stSfte. All the! 
little furniture which she could savejrom the former, 
was transferred very inappropriately to the [3tesenf 
dwelling-house. The one was quite unsuited to the 
other. The massive* damask curtains accor^led badly 
with the^little windows over which they were novi^sus- 
pended, apd the sofa, ten feet in length, occupied an 
unreasonable share of an apartment twelve by six- 
teen. Ttfc dais of piled cushions, on which so many 
fashionable groups had lounged in better times, now! 
seemed a mountain, which begot idea?* of latour] 
difficulty, and up-hill employment, rather than easej 
as the eye beheld it cumbering Jwo-thirds of the 
miserable ar«a into which it w^as so ujatastefully comj 
pressed. These, and other articles of splepdour anq 
luxury, if sold, would have yielded her the means to 
buy furniture more suitabj^to her circumstances and 
situation, and left her with some additional resources toj 
meet the daily and sometimes pressing exigencies of 
life. The appearantie of this parlour argued little in 
behalf of the salutary effect which such reverses might; 
be expected to^ produce in a mind ev^n tolerably sen-’ 
sible. They argued,*! fancied, as unfavourably for my 
suit as for the humility of the lady whom I was about 
to meet. If the parlour of Mrs.tUIifford bore such suf- 
ficient tokefis of her*weakness of intellect, her owq 
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costume betrayed still more. She had made her 
person a sort of frame or rack upon which she hung 
every particl^ of that osjentatidus drapery wliich she 
waskin the habit of wearing at«iier fasfiionable even- 
ings. A year’s income was paraded upon her back, 
and the trunflpery jewels of^three generations found a 
place in every part of her person where it is usual for 
fashion^ible folly to display such ^gewgaws. She 
sailed into l^e room in a style that brought to rny 
mind instantly the description which Milton gives of 
Ihe approach of Delilah to t^amson, after the first 
days of his blind captivity; — 


“But who is tfiis, what thing of sea or land ? — 
Female of sex it seems, — 

That so bedeck’d, ornate and gay, 

Comes this way sailing, like a st^itely ship 
Ofi Tarsus, bound for the isles 
Of Javan or Gadirc, 

With all her bravery on and tackle trim. 

Sails fill’d, and stream(irs waving, 

Courted by all the winds that hold their play. 
An amber scent of odorous perfume 
Her harbinger !” 


No description could have been more just and literal 
in the case of Mi;s. Clifford. I could scarce believe 
my eyes ; and when forced to do so, I could scarcely 
isuppose that this bravery was intended for my eyes 
bnly. Nor was it ; — but let me not anticipate. This 
bpectacle, I need not say, Ifepbered me entirely, if any 
(thing was necessary to produce this effect, and in- 
breased the grave apprehenstons which were already at 
biy heart. The next consequence was to make the 
Imanner of my communication serious even to severity. 
A smile, which* was of that doubtful^ sort which is 
always sinister amd offensive, overspread her lips as 
•she motioned me to resume the seat from which I had 
risen at he^ entrance* while she threw herself .with an 
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air of studied negligence upon one part of the sofa. I 
felt the awkwardness of my position duly increased, 
as her house, dress, arid manner convinced me that 
she was not yet subdued to hers ; but a co^nscious rec- 
titude of intention .carried ma forward, and lightened 
the task to my leelings. 

“ Mrs. Clifford,” i said, without circumlocution, 

I have presumed to ask your attention this morning 
to a brief communication which materiallj^ affects my 
happiness, and which I trust may not diminish, if it 
does not actually pronf¥)te, your^. Before I make 
this communication, however, 1 hope I may persuade 
myself that the little misunderstandings vphich have 
occurred between us are no longer t® be considered 
barriers to our mutual peace and happiness 

^‘Misunderstandings, Mr. Clifford? — I don’t know 
what misunderstandings you mean. Pm sij^re Pve 
never misunderstood you.” 

I could not misunderstand the insolent tenor of this 
speech, butl availed myself of the equivoque which it 
involved to express my gratification that such was the 
case. 

“My path will then be more e'dsy, Mrs.TJlifford, — 
my purpose more easily explained.” 

“ I am glad you think so, sir,” she answered coolly, 
smoothing dowji certain folds of her Irogk, and cross- 
ing her hands’ upon her lap, while she assumed the 
attitude of a patient listener. There was someining 
very repulsive in all this; but*I saw that the only way 
to lessen the unpleasantness of the scene, and to get on 
with her, would be to mak(>the interview as short as 
possible, and come at (tnce to my object. This I did. 

“ It is now more than a year, Mrs. Clifford, since I 
had the honour to sav to my uncle, that I entertained 
for my cousin Julia ^uth a degree of affection as to 
make it no longer doubtful to me that 1 should best 
consult my own happiness by seekfhg to make her my 
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wife. I had the pleasure at the same lime to inform 
him, which I believed to be true, that Julia herself was 
not unwilling that such shouW be the nearer tie be- 
tween us ” 

“Yes, yes, Mr. Clifford, I know all this; but my 

husband artd myself thought better of it, and ” she 

said with fidgetty impatience. 

“And my application was refused,^’ I said calmly; 
thus finishipg the sentence where she had paused. 

“ Well, sir, and what then?” 

“ At that time, madame, my uncle gave as a reason 
that he had other arrangements in view.” 

“Yes, ^ir, so we had; and this reminds me that 
those arrahgen^ents were broken off entirely in conse* 
querice of the perversity which you taught my daugh- 
ter. I know it all, sir; there’s no more need to tell 
me of it, than there is to deny it You put my daugh- 
ter up to refusing young Roberts, who would have 
jumped at her, as his father did, — and he one of the 
best families and best fortunes in the city. I’m sure 
I don’t know, sir, what object you can have in re- 
minding me of these things.” 

Here whs ingenious perversity. I bore with it as 
well as I could, and strove to preserve my considera- 
tion and calmness. 

“ You do 3 mur daughter injustice, Mrs. Cliflbrd, and 
me no Jess, in this opinion. But 1 do not seek to re- 
mind you of misunderstandings and mistakes, the 
memory of which can do no good. My purpose now 
is to renew the offer to you which I originally made 
to Mr. Clifford. My aftochment to your daughter 
remains unaltered, and I am diappy to say that for- 
tune has favoured me so far as to enable me to place 
her in a situattion of comparative comfort and inde- 
pendence, which 1 could not offer then ” 

“ Which is as much as to say that she don’t enjoy 
comfort and inde[^endence where she is; ajjd if she 
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does not, sir, to whom is it allowing, sir, but to you 
and your father ? By your means it is, that we are 
reduced to poverty ; but^ou shall see, sir, that we are 
not entirely wanting in independence. My answer, 
sir, is just the same as Mr. Clifford's was. 1 am very 
much obliged to you for the kcniour you intend my fa- 
mily, but we must decline it.» As for the comfort and 
' independence which you proffer to my daughter, I am 
happy to inform y#u that she can receive it aVany 
moment from a source, perhaps far more* able than 
yourself to afford both, if her perversity does not 
stand in the way, as it di3 when yo*ung Roberts made 
his offers. Mr. Perkins, sir, the excellent y^ung man 
that you tried to murder, is to be here, sir, this 
very morning to see my daughter. Hdl-e’s his lelter, 
sir, which you may read, that you may be under no 
apprehensions that my ^daughter will ever suffer from 
a want of comfort and independence.'' 

She flung a letter down on the sofa beside her, but 
I simply bowd and declined looking at it. I did not, 
however, yield the contest in this manner. I urged 
all that might properly be urged on the sijbject, and 
with as much earnestness as could be permjiipd in an 
interview with a lady, — and such a lady 1— but, as life 
I reader may suppose, my toils were taken in vain; all 
that I could suggest, either in the shappe of reason or 
expostulation, oflly served to make her m(5re and more 
dogged, and to increase her tone of insolenc*; and 
sore, stung with vexation, disappointed, and some- 
thing more than bewildered^ I dashed almost head- 
long out of the house, without seeing either Julia or 
her father, precisely at Jhe m*oment when Mr. Perkins 
was about to enter. 
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CHAPTER XL 

The result of this interview of my rival with the 
mother of Julia, was afforded me by the latter. The 
mother h^d already given her consent to his suit — that 
of Julia alone was to be obtained ; and to this end the 
arts»>of the suitor and the mother were equally de- 
voted* Her refusal only brought with it new forms 
of persecution. Her steps were haunted by the swain, 
tciwhoin Mrs. Clifford gave secret notice of all her 
daughter’s intentions. He was her invariable atten- 
dant at church, where I had the pain constantly to 
behold them, in such close proximity, thaj I at length 
abandoned the customary house of worshfp, and found 
rny pew^s another, <where I could be enabled to en- 
dure the forms of service without being oppressed by 
foreign and distracting thoughts and fancies. Of the 
progress of his feuit I had occasional intelligence from 
Julia herself; whom I had, very reliictantly on her 
part, persuaded to meet me at the house of a female 
relative and friend, who favoured our desires, and 
managed our interview^. Brief were these stolen 
moments, but oh I how b]issful 1 The pleasures they 
afforded, however, were almost wholly mine. The 
clandestine character of our meetings served to de- 
prive her of the joy which they otherwise might have 
yielded ; and ^the fear that she wac not doing right, 
humbled her spirit and made her tremble with fre- 
quent apprehensions. At length Mrs. Clifford sus- 
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pectcd our interviews, and detected them. We had 
a most stormy scene on one occasion, when the 
sudden entrance of this Jady surprised us together, at 
the house of our friencj. Th(? consequence of this, 
was a rupture betvvcen the ladies, which resulted iff 
Julia’s being forbid to visit thfi house of h^ relative 
again. This measure was fallowed by others of such 
precaution, that at length 1 could no longer commu- 
nicate with her, of even seek her, unless wherf she 
was on her way to church. Her appcaifince then, 
was such as to awaken ^all my afjj^rehensions. Her 
form, always slender, was become more so. The 
change was striking in a single week. JJer face, 
usually pale and delicate, was now haggard. Her 
walk was feeble and without life. Hcr*whole appear- 
ance was wo-begonc and utterly spiritless. Days and 
weeks passed, and heart was filled with hourly 
increasing apprehensions. I returned to the ftimiligr 
church, but here I suffered a new alarm. That Sab- 
bath the faiiTily pew was unoccupied. While I trem- 
bled lest sQj^nething serious had befallen her, I was 
called on by the family physician. This gentleman 
had been always friendly. He had been father’s 
physician, and had been his friend and frequent guett. 
He knew my history and sympathized with my for- 
tunes. He no\Y knew the history of J^ilia’s affections. 
She had made him her confidante so far, and he 
brought me a letter from her. She was si’c'k, as I 
expected. This letter was ofi startling tenor. 

Save me, Edward, if you'ean. I am now willing to 
do as you proposed. I can nojonger endure these annoy- 
ances — these cruel persecutions ! My mother tells me, 
that I must submit and marry this man, if we would 
save ourselves from ruin. It seems Jie has clainrr 
against the estate? fof professional services, and as we 
have no other means of payment, without the sale of 
all that is left, he is base enougl> to insist upon my 

VOL^ I. 
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hand as the condition of his forbearance. He uses' 
threats now, since entreaties have failed him. Oh^ 
Edward, if you can save me^ come ! — lor, of a cer- 
tainty, I (iJinnot bear this persecution much longer 
and live. I am now willing to consent to do what 
aunt Sophy recommended. Do not think me bold ta 
say so, dear Edward, — if 1 am bold, it is despair, not 
love, which has made me so.” 

I read this letter with mingled feelings of vexation 
and deligh% — vexation, because of the cruelties to 
which the worthless mother and the base suitor sub- 
jected one so dear and innocent ; — delight, since tlie 
consent which she now yielded, placed the means of 
saving her at my control. The consent was to a 
flighji and clandestine marriage, to which I had, with 
the assistance of our mutual friend, endeavoured Xo 
persuade her, in several instances, before. The ques- 
tif^n now was how to eflcct this object, since we had 
no opportunities for communication ; but, before 1 took 
any steps in the matter, I made it a poirft of duty to 
deprive the infamous attorney, Ferkins, of his means 
of power over the unliappy family. I determined to 
pay his Iggal charges, and William Edgerlon, at my 
request, readily undertook this part of the business. 
They w’erc found to be extortionate, and far beyond 
any thing either^warranted by the practice or the fee- 
bill. Edgertun counselled me to resist the claim, but 
the subject was too delicate in all its relations, and 
my own aflair with Perkins would have made my 
active opposition seem somewhat the consequence of 
malice and inveterate hostility. I preferred to pay the 
excess, which was done by ^^dgerton, rather than 
have any farther dispute or difficulty with one whom 
I so much despised. Complete satisfaction was en- 
tered upon the records of ihe^ cr^urtf and a certified 
discharge, undfer the hand of Perkins himself — which 
he gave with a reluctance full of mortification — was 
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sent in a blank envelope to I^rs. riifford. She was 
thus (lepi ived of the onlyorusc, — if indeed, such a 
woman ever needs an ox c use for wilfulness — for per- 
secuting- her uninppv ^iauc^htci on the s(^ore of the 
attoinev Ifut the, jinsscssion of this document eT- 
lectcd no sort ot chin^e in Rer conduct.* She pur- 
sued hei victim with the s.ftrie old tenacity. It was 
not to favour JYikms th u she stiove for this object. 
It was to baffle tfie Tint blind heart v\ Inch* mis- 
guides all of us in tnin, was predominant In fier, and 
lendcrcd lici totally me yiable ol spcing the cruel con- 
sec|ucnces to hci daughter which hef perseverance 
threatened. Julia was now so feeble as scarcely to 
leave her chamber — the physician wjs daily in at- 
tendance — and though J could rot propose to make 
use of his SCI vices in piornoting a design, which would 
subject him to the rcp*oach of the grossest treachery, 
yet, without counsel, he took it upon him plainly to 
assure the rnothei, that the disoider of her daughter 
aiose solely* from her mental afllictions. lie went 
farther. ]VJ/s. Clifford, whose garrulity was as no- 
torious as her vanity and folly, heiself took occa- 
sion, when this was told hci, to asenbe tlfP^ffect to 
me; and, with her own colouring, she continued, by 
into a lone: hrtorv of our “ cour^^e of wooing.” 
The doctor availed himself of these statements to 
suggest the ncccssitv of a compromise, assuring Mrs. 
riifloid, tint J was leailv a moic deserving* person 
than she thought me, and, ih shoit, that some con- 
cessions must be made, if^t was iier hope to save 
[icr daughters life. 

“ She IS mtuially feeble of liame, nervous and sen- 
sitive, and these excitements, pie«;smg uyion her, wall 
bleak down her constitution and her spirits together. 
Let me wain \od, Mrf (diflord, whilt^yet in season. 
Dismiss your piejudiccs agaiiT^t this young man, 
whether well or ill-founded, and stiller your daughter 
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to marry him. Suffer ''me to assure you, Mrs. Clif- 
ford, that such an event will do more towards her re- 
covery than all my medicine*” 

« What^and see hiili the master of my house, — he, 
(he poor beggar boy that my husband fed in charity, 
and who turned from Itim with ingratitude in his mo- 
ment of difficulty, and left him to be despoiled by his 
enemies ! Never ! never ! Daughter of mine shall 
never be wife of his ! The serpenC ! to sting the hand 
of his benefactor 1” 

“My dear Mrs. Clifford, this prejudice of yours, 
besides being ‘totally unfounded, amounts to mono- 
mania, ^Now, 1 know something of all these matters, 
as you should be aware ; and 1 should be sorry to 
counsel any fhing to you or to your family which 
would be either disgraceful or injurious. So far from 
this young man being ungrateful, neglectful, or suffer- 
irg yo'iir husband to be preyed on by enemies, I am 
of opinion, that if his counsel had been taken in this 
late unhappy business, you would probably have been 
spared all of the misery, and nearly one-half of the 
loss which has been incurred by the refusal to do so.” 

“Ani'soyou too are against us, doctor? You, 
ido, believe every thing that this young man tells 
you ?” 

“No, madanYe; I assure you, honestly, that I never 
heard a single word from his lips in regard to this 
subject; It is spoken of by every body but him- 
self.” » 

“ Ay ! ay ! the whole town knows it, and from who 
else but him, I wonder? But you needn’t to talk, 
doctor, on the subject. My .mind's made up. Ed- 
ward Clifford, while I have breath to say ‘ No,’ and 
a hand to turn the lock of the door against him, shall 
never again darken these doo^cs.y 

The physician was a man of too much experience 
to waste labour upon a case so decidedly hopeless. 
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He knew that no art witliin his compass could cure 
so thorough a case oi^ hcart-t)]indness, aftd Jie gave 
her uf) ; — but he di^l not give up Julia, die whispered 
words of consolation into Ifcr ears, wh^h, though 
vague, were yei far more ifscful than physic. 

“ Cdieer up, my daughter; be of good heart and 
hiith. 1 am .s‘7/7’c^hat there will be some remedy pro- 
vided for you, before long, wliich will dd you good. 
I have given the letter t^ your aunt, and she promises 
lo do as you wish.” 

It may be said, cn passanty that the billet^ent tome 
had been covered in another to my female friend and 
Julia’s relative, and that the doctor, though not un- 
conscious of the agency of this lady between us, was 
yet guilty of no violagon of the faith which is always 
implied between the family and the physiciifn. He 
might suspeefy but he did not know; and whatever 
might hav(? been his sus|)icions, he certainly did not 
have the iijpst distant idea of that concession which 
Julia had made, and of the course of conduct for 
which her mother’s persecutions had now^iprepared 
her mind. 

Mr. Perkins, though deprived of his hold upon Mrs. 
Clidbrd, by reason ot his claim, did ^lot, in the least, 
forego his intentions. His complaints anS ihreatenings 
necessarily ceased — his tone was somcthing*lf)wered, 
but he possessed a hold upon.this silly woman’s preju- 
dices which was far superior to any which he might 
before have had upon her i'ears. His hostility to me 
was grateful to the hale which she also entertained, 
and which seemed to be more thoroughly infixed in 
her after her downfal— which, as it faas been seen, 
she ascribed to •m^; chiefly because^of my predic- 
tions that such would be the case. In due proportion 
to her hate for me, was her desire^o baffle my wishes, 
even ‘tliough^t might bp at the expense of her own 
daughter’s lifg. But a vain mother has no^aflections 
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— none, at least, worthy of the name, and none which 
she is rvot 'prepared to‘ discard at the first requisition 
iSi' her dearer self. Her hate of me was so extreme, 
as to render her blinfi to every thing beside: her 
daughter’s sickness — the counsel of the physician — 
the otherwise obvious vulgarity and meanness of Per- 
kins, ‘‘and that gross injustice whicfli 1 had suffered at 
her hands 'Yrom the beginning, and which, to many 
minds, might have amply justified in me the hostile 
feelings which 'she laid to my charge. In this blind- 
ness she^precipitated events, and by her cruelty jus- 
tified extremities in self-defence. The moment that 
Julia exhibited some slight improvement, she was 
summoned to an interview with Perkins, and in this 
interview her mother solemnly-swore that she should 
mKirry'‘him. The base-minded suitor stood by in 
silence, beheld the loathing of the maiden, heard 
her distinct refusal, yet clung to his victlhi, and per- 
mitted the violence of the mother, without rebuke — 
that rebuke which the true gentleman might have 
adminis^?7ed in such a case, and which, to forbear, 
w*ks the foulest shame — the rebuke of his own decided 
refusal to participate in such a sacrifice. But he did 
not, and Julia, §tunned and terrified, was shocked to 
hear Mrs. Clifford appoint the night of the following 
Thursday for the forced nuptials. 

“ She will consent — she shall consent, Mr. Perkins,” 
were the vehement assufances of the mother, as the 
craven-spirited suitor prenared to take his leave. “ I 
know her better than you do, and she knows me. Do 

you fear nothing, but bring Mr. (the divine) along 

with yon. We shall put an end to this folly.” 

“ Oh, do not, do not, mothep^ if you would not drive 
me mad !” was the exclamation of the destined victim, 
as she threw hersetf at the feet of her unnatural parent. 

You will kill me to wed this man. I cannot marry 
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him, — I cannot love hirrv Why would you force this 
matter u})on me, — why why !*’ 

‘‘ Why will you ^'esist me, Julia ? Why 'will yofl 
provoke your mother to this degree? Yoi^have only 
to consent willingly, and yo« know how kind l am.” 

“ I cannot consent !” w'as the gasping decision of 
the maiden. 

“ You shall ! you must ! you will !” 

‘‘Never! never! On^my knees I say it, mother, 
(iod will witness wdiat you relbse*to Relieve. I wall 
die before I consent to marry where I do ncj^give my 
heart.” 

“Oh, you talk of dying, as if it w^s a very^easy 
matter. But you won’t die. It’s more easy to say 
than do. Do you c^me, Mr. Perkins. Don’t you 
mind — don’t you believe in these denials, and* oatks, 
and promises. It’s the way with all young ladies. 
They all m^ke a mighty fuss when they’re going to 
be married ^ but they’re all mighty willing, if the truth 
was known. I ought to know something about it. I 
did just the same as she when I was goings marry 
Mr. Clifford ; yet nobody was more willing tharf I 
was to get a husband. Do you come and bring the 
parson ; she’ll sing a different tune \thcn she standa 
up before him, 1 warrant you.” 

“That shall never be, Mr. Perkins !” said th^*maiden 
solemnly, and somewhat apprgaching the person whom 
she addressed ; “ I have already more than once 
declined the honour you pi’opose to do me. I now 
repeat to you that I wiJl sooner marry the grave and 
the winding-sheet than be your wife. My mother 
mistakes me and all my feelings. Fojr your sake, if 
not for mine, 1 b^g«thfit you will not ^mistake them ; 
for if the strength is left me for speech, I will declare 
aloud to the reverend man whom you are told to bring, 
the nature of those persecutions tp which you have 
been privy. 5 will tell him of the crueltf which I 
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have been compelled to end-are, and which yon have 
behcld*c^nd encourac^od with yoiir silence.” 

Perkins looked aghast, niutter/Kl his unwillingness 
to prosccatc his suit under such circumstances, and 
prepared to take his Icav'e. llis multcrings and apo- 
logies were all swallowed up in that furious storm of 
abuse and denunciation which n(>w poured I'rorn the 
lips of thb exemplary mother. These we need not 
repeat. Suffice it that the deep feelings of Julia — her 
sense of propriety and good taste — prevailed to keep 
her sile^/j, while her mother, still raving, renewed her 
assurances to the pettifogger that he shc»u!d certainly 
receive his wife at her hands on the evening of the 
ensuing Thursday. Tl)e unmanly suitor accepted her 
assurances, — and took leave 0/ mother and daughter, 
’^’ith "the expression of a simpering hope intended 
chiefly for the latter, that her ohjectiojis would resolve 
themselves into llic usual maidenly scruples when the 
appointed time should arrive. Julia mustered strength 
enough to reply in language which brought down 
anothei^torm from her mother upon her devoted 
head. 

“ Do not deceive yourself, Mr. Perkins — do not let 
the assurances’ of my mother deceive you. She does 
not know me. I cannot and will not marry you, I 
will sdoner marry the grave — the winding-sheet — the 
worm !” 

Her strength failed her the moment he left the 
apartment. She sank inpa fainting fit upon the floor, 
and was thus saved from hearing the bitter abuse 
which her miserable and misguided parent continued to 
lavish upon .her, even while undertaking the task of 
her restoration. The evidentm^thatistion of her frame 
— her increasing feebleness — the agony of her mind 
and the possible ftttal termination of her indisposition, 
did not, in the least, serv/b Ud modify ffie violent and 
vexing riiood of this most unnatural woman!* 
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These proceedings, the tenor of whtch was briefly 
communicated to rne in a hurried note Julia, 
despatched by the hands of the physician, under a 
cover, to the friendly aunt, rendered it imperatively 
necessary that, whatever wc proposed to do should 
be done quickly, if wc^ entertained any hope to save 
her. The tone of her epistle alarmed me exceSdingiy 
in one respect, as it evidently showed that she could 
not much longer save herself. Her courage was 
sinking witl^ her spirits, which were yielding rapidly 
beneath the continued presence of that persecution 
which had so long been acting upon her. S4»e began 
now to distrust her own strength — her very pow^s 
of utterance to declare her aversion to the proposed 
marriage, if ev;er the trial was brou^it to the threat- 
ened issue before the holy man. 

“ What am I to do, — what say, — ” demaTifled her 
trembling epistle, “should they go so far? Am I to 
declare the truth ? — can I tdll to strange ears that it 
is my mother who forces Jhis cruel sacrifice upon 
me? I dread I cannot. I fear that my soul and 
voice will equally fail me. I tremble, dear Edward, 
when I think that the awful moment*may find me 
speechless, and ftiy«c«nsent may be ^assumed from 
my silence. Save me from this trial, dearest Ed- 
ward : for I fear it — I fear eveiv thinff now — and 
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fear myself — my unhappy weakness of nerve and 
spirit — more than all. Do not leave me to this trial 
of my strength — for 1 have iione. Save me if you 
^can!” ft^Jt^may be readily beyeved that I needed little* 
soliciting to “exertion after this. .The words of this 
letter occasioned an a'larm in my mind, little less — 
though of a dilfercnt kind — than that which prevailed 
in hers, I knew the weakness of liers — 1 knew hers 
— add felt the apprehension that ^nc might fail at the 
proper rndment, even more vividly than she expressed 
it. This letter did not take me by surprise. Before 
it was received, and soon afler the first with which 
she hainfavoured me, by the hands of the friendly 
physician, I hpd begun rny preparations with the view 
to <yi]r clandestine marriage. I was only now re- 
quired to quicken them. The obstacle, on the face of 
it, was, comparatively, a small one. To get her from 
a'dwelling, in which, though her stcj:)s were watched, 
she w'as not exactly a prisoner, was scarcely a difh- 
cLilly, where the lover and the lady '’are equally 
willing. Our mode was simple. Ther/3 w'as a fa- 
vourite servant — a negro — who had been raised in 
the fan1t?y, had been a playmate wdth my poor de- 
ceased cousin and myself, and bad always been held 
in particular regard by both of us. He w^as not what 
is called a l]ouse servant, but was employed in the 
yard in doing various offices, such as cutting wood, 
tending the garden, going of messages, and so forth. 
This was in the better days of the Clifford family. 
Since its downfal he bad been instructed to look an 
owner, and, opportunely, -^at this moment, when I was 
deliberating upon the process'll should adopt for the 
extrication of his young mistress, be came to me to 
request that Bwould buy him. The presence of this 
servant suggested to me that <}id"could assist me ma- 
terially in my plans. Without suffering him to know 
the intention whidi I had formed, I listened to his 
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garrulous harangue. A negro is usually very copious, 
where he has an auditor; and though, from his situa- 
tion, he could directly sec nothing of the proceedings 
in the house of his ow^er, yef, from his lti]^vv-ser- 
vants lie had contriv^ed lo gather, perhaps^ a very cor- 
rect account of the general condition of tilings. It 
appeared from his story that^the attachment of. Miss 
Julia to myself was very commonly understood. The 
effort of the rnother^to persuade her to marn' Perlvins 
was also known to him; but of the arrangement that 
the marriage sliould takef)]ace at t^ic early day men- 
tioned in her note, lie told me nothing, aTid, in all pro- 
bability, this part of her proceedings was kepto close 
secret by the wily dame. Peter — the^name of the 
negro — went on to add, that, loving me, and loving 
his young mistress, and knowing that we loved one 
another, and belicving«that we should one day be 
mari’icd, he was anxious to have me for his futur® 
owner. 

“ I will buy you, Peter, on one condition.’^ 

“ Wha‘s djit, mas’ Ned 

“ That you serve me faithfully on trial, for five 
days, without letting any body know who ycftT serve 
— that you carry my messages without letting any 
body hear them except that person to whom you are 
sent — and, if I give you a note to cari^', that you 
carry it safely, not only without suffering any body 
to see the note, but the one lo whom I scncT ft, but 
without suffering any body to -know or suspect that 
you’ve got such a thing as a note about you.” 

The fellow was all promisee ; and 1 penned a billet 
to Julia which, in few words, briefly prepared her to 
expect my attendance at her house at three in the 
afternoon of the very day when her nuptiails were con- 
templated. 1 then*pr<?c^ded to a frieni — Kingsley, 
— the friend who had served me in the meeting with 
Perkins;, a bold, dashing, frank fdlow, who loved 
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nothing better than a frolic which worried one of the 
parties; and who, I well knew, would relish nothing 
more thaij to baffle P 9 ,rkins i!i a love affair, as we had 
^Iread^Mone in one of strife.*^ To him 1 unfolded my 
plan and craved his assistance, which was promised 
instantly.* My female friend, the relative of Julia^ 
whose assistance had been already given us, and 
whqse quarrel with Mrs. Clifford m consequence, had 
spiced hef determination to annoy her still farther 
whenever occasion offered, was advised of our plans; 
and William Jpdgorton rcadrly undertook what' seemed 
to be the most innocent part of all, to procure a priest 
to offLc^e for us, at the house of the lady in question^ 
and at the ap^^ointed time. 

My new retainer, Peter, brought me due intelli- 
gence of the delivery of the note, in secret, to Julia, 
and cv verbal answer from het made me sanguine of 
success. The day came, and the hour ; and in obe- 
dience to our plan, rny friend, Kingslqy, proceeded 
boldly to the dwelling of Mrs. Clifibrd, just as that lady 
had taken her seat at the dinner-table, requesting to sec 
and speak with her on business of importance. The 
interview was vouchsafed him, though not until the 
worthy lady had instructed the servant to say that she 
was just then fit the dinner-table, and would be glad if 
the gentleman would call again. But the gentleman re- 
grettqd that he could not call again. He was from 
Kentucky, desirous of buying slaves, and must leave 
town the next moriiin^ Jbr the west. The mention of 
his occupation, as Mrs. Clifford had slaves to sell, was 
sufficient to persuade h^ to lay down knife and fork 
wit|i promptness; and the servant was bade to show 
the Kentucky gentleman into the parlour. Our ar- 
rangement ^as, that, with the departure of the lady 
from the table, Julia should^leave it also, — descend 
the stairs, and meet me at the entrance. Trembling 
almost to fainting'^, the poor girl came to me, and I re- 
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ceived her into my arms, with something of a tremor 
also. I felt the prize would be one that I should be 
very loth to lose; and #joy led to anxiety, and my 
anxiety rendered me neywous fo a womanl^^egree. 
But I did not lose jny composure, and •when I hacf 
taken her into my arms, I Ihoifght it would Jbe only a 
prudent precaution to turn the key in the outer. door, 
and leave it somewhere along the highway. This I 
did, absolutely for^tting, that, in thus securing Vny- 
self against any sudden pursuit, I had alsolocked up 
my friend, the Kentucky grader. 

Fortune favoured our movements. Orfl* preparations 
had been properly laid, and Edgerton had tfe^ divine 
in waiting. In less than half an hour after leaving 
the house of her parents, Julia and mysdf stood up to 
be married. Pale, feeble, sad, — the poor girl, though 
she felt no reluctance, and suffered not the most mo- 
mentary remorse for the steps she had taken, aricl waft 
about to take, was yet necessarily and naturally im- 
pressed with fhe solemnity and the doubts which hung 
over the evept. Young, timid, artless, apprehensive, 
she was unsupported by those whom nature had 
appointed to watch over and to protect he^; and 
though they had neglected, and would have betrayeS 
their trust, she yet could not but feci that there was 
an incompleteness about the affair, wliijh, not even 
the solemn accents of the priest, the deep requisitions 
of those pledges which she was called upon to make, 
— and the evident conviction ^hich she now enter- 
tained that what had been done was necessary to be 
done, for her happiness, and even her life, — could 
entirely remove. Thero was an awful but sweet ear- 
nestness in the sad, intense glance of entreaty with 
which she regarded me when I made 4he final re- 
sponse. Her largd blftck eye dilated, e^en under the 
dewy suffusion of its tears, as it seemed to say, — “ It 
is to you now — to you alone — that 1 look for that 

VOL. I. 13 * 
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E rotection, that happiness which was denied where I 
ad best right to look for it. Ah I let me not looky 
let me not yield myself to yo\i in vain 1’^ 

Hov^Kjmploring, yet’how resigned was that glance 
jf tears, — love in tears, yet love Jhat trusted without 
fear ! It was the embodiment of innocence, struggling 
between hope and doubt, and only strengthened for 
the future by the pure, sweet faith which grew out 
of their conflict. I look back upon that scene, I recal 
that glance, with a sinking of the heart which is full 
of terror and terrible reproach. Ah ! then, then I 
had no fear, no thought, that 1 should have seen that 
look, aqi^^others, more sad, more imploring still, and 
seen them without a corresponding faith and love I 
I little knew% in that brief, blessed hour, how rapidly 
the blindness of the heart comes on, even as the scale 
over the eyes, but such a scale, as no surgeon’s knife 
cfm cut away. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


L\ the first gush of my happiness, -^the ceremony 
being completed, and the possession of m^^^reasure 
certain, — I had entirely forgotten my Kcntu(^y friend,^ 
whom I had locked up, in confidential fete-a-tete«with 
madame, my exemplary mother-in-law'. lie was a 
fellow with a strong dash of humour, and could not 
resist the impulse to amuse himself at the expfensej^f 
the lady, by making an admirable scene of the pro- 
ceeding. Ife began the business by stating that he 
had heard s^e had several negroes whom she wished 
to sell, — that he was anxious to buy, — he did not care 
how many, and would give the very best <^ices of 
any trader in the market. At his desire all wete 
summoned in attendance, — some three or four in 
number, that sh^ had to dispose of, — art but the worthy 
Peter, who, under existing circumstanc*es, was quite 
too necessary to my proceedings to be dispentitfd with. 
These were all carefully examined by the trader. 
They were asked their ages* their names, their quali- 
ties; whether they were willing to go to Kentucky, 
the Paradise of the western Indian, and so forth. All 
those questions which, in ordinary cases, it is the cus- 
tom of the purchaser to ask. They \^ere then dis- 
missed, and the Rerftuckian next discussed with the 
lady the subject of prices. But let the worthy fellow 
speak for himself. 
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“ I was so cursed anxious,” he said, “ to know 
whether you had got oft* and in safety, for I was 
beginning to get monstrous ^ired of the old cat, that 
I jump^ Kip every noVv and {hen to take a peep out 
^Of the front ^window, I made an excuse to spit on 
such occasions, — though sometimes, I forgot to do so, 
— and then 1 would go back and begin again, with 
something about the bargain and the terms, and 
whether the negroes were honest, '*and sound, and all 
that. Wefil, though 1 looked out as often as I well 
could with civility, I saw nothing of you, and began 
to fear that something had happened to unsettle the 
whole dgn ; but, after awhile, 1 saw Peter, with his 
'mouth drawn back and hooked up into his ears, with 
his wdiite teeth'glimmering like so many slips of moon- 
shine in a dark night, and 1 then concluded that all 
was as it should be. But seeing me look out so ear- 
nestly Und often, tiie good lady at length said : 

“ ‘ I suppose, sir, your horses are in waiting. Per- 
haps you’d like to have a servant to mind them.* 

‘‘ ^ No, ma’am, Pm obliged to you ; b.ut 1 left the 
hotel on foot.’ 

‘‘ ‘ sir,’ said she, ‘ but I thought it might be 
ybur horses, seeing you so often look out.’ 

“ I could scarcely keep in my laughter. It did 
burst out into 4 sort of chuckle ; and as you were 
then safe, — Pknew that from Peter’s jaws, — I deter- 
mined to have my own fun out of the old woman ; so 
I said, — pretty much in this sort of fashion, for I 
longed to w^orry her, and knew just how it could be 
done handsomest, — I said : 

“ ‘ The truth is, ma’am, — pardon me for the slight, 
— but really I was quite interested, — struck, as 1 
may say, by A very suspicious transaction that met 
my eyes awhije ago, when I Cr^t got up to spit from 
the window.’ 
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“ ‘ Ah, indeed, sir ; and pray, if I may ask, what 
was it you saw V 

“ ‘ Really very curiotis, but, getting up tp spit, and 
looking out before P did so, — necessar\*’ cautior, 
rna’am, some perisons might be just under the wrn- 
dovv, you know.’ 

“ ‘ Yes, sir, yes.’ The old creature began to look 
and talk mighty ejjiger. 

“‘An ugly habit that, ma’am, — that of spitting. 
We Kentuckians carry it to great excess. Foreigners, 
I’m told, count it monstrcfus vulgar^ — edect of tobacco- 
chewing, ma’am, — a deused bad habit, I grant you, 
but ’tis a habit, and there’s no leaving it diiTevenit 
we would. 1 don’t think Kentuckiar.-s, as a people, 
a bit more vulgar than English, or French, or Turks, 
or any other respectable people of other countries.’ 

“‘No, sir, certainlj^ not; but the transaction,— 
what you saw.’ 

“ ‘ Ah, y§s ! beg pardon ; but, as I was saying, 
something really quite suspicious ! Just as I was about 
to spit, when I went to the windovr, some ten minutes 
ago — perhaps you did not observe, but I di^ot spit. 
Good reason for it, ma’am ; might have d^e mis- 
chief.’ 

“ ‘ How, sir V 

“ ‘ Ah, that fcrings me to the question I want to 
ask : any handsome young ladies living aboi\t here, 
ma’am ? — here, in your neighbourhood V 

“ ‘ Why yes, sir,’ answered the old tabby, with 
something like surprise ; ‘ there’s several ; there’s the 
Masons, just opposite ; thS Bagbys, next door to 
them below, and Mr. Wilford’s daughter; all of them 
would be considered pretty by some persons. On the 
same side with us^thgre’s Mrs. Freemad and her two 
daughters, but the widow is accountec? by many the 
youngest looking and prettiest of the whole, though, 
to my thinking, that’s sayipg precious little for any. 

13 * 
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Next door to us is a Mr. and Mrs. Gibbs, who have 
a daughter, and she is rather pretty, but I don’t know 
much abo^t them. Jt might be a mother’s vanity, 
^ir, bufVthink I may be profid of having a daughter 
myself, who is about ^is pretty *hs any of the best 
among thdrn ; and that’s ^saying a great deal less for 
her than might be said.’ 

“ Ah, indeed, — you a daughter^ ma’am ? — but she 
is not grown up, of course — a mere child.’ 

“‘Oh, I beg your pardon, sir,’ said the old crea- 
ture, tickled u,p to the eyes’, and looking at me with 
the sweetest smiles ; ‘ though it may surprise you 
nVery nfST:h, she is not only no child, but a woman 
grown ; and what’s more, I think she will be made a 
wife*this very night.’ 

“ ‘ Egad, then I suspect she’s not the only one that’s 
a]^out.to be made a wife of. 1 suspect some one of 
these young ladies, your neighbours, will be very soon 
in the same condition.’ 

“ ‘ Indeed, sir, — pray who? — how do you know V 
and the old tabby edged herself along the sofa until 
she almost got jam up beside me. 

« “ ‘ V^ll,’ said I, ‘ I don’t know exactly, but I’m 
deusedly suspicious of it, and more than that, there’s 
some underhanid work going on.’ 

“ This made her more curious than ever, and her 
hands ,a4^d feet, and, indeed, her whole body got such 
a fidgetting, that I fancied she began to think of get- 
ting St. Vitus for a becffellow. Her eagerness made 
her ask me two or three limes what made me think 
so, and seeing her anxiety I purposely delayed in 
order to worry her. I wished to see how far I could 
run her up. When I did begin to explain, I went to 
work in a roundabout way enoy.gh, — something thus, 
— old KentuCk, — as I begun. ‘ Well, ma’am, this 
tobacco-chewing,^ as 1 said before, carried me, as 
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you witnessed, constantly to the window. I don’t 
know that I chew more than many others, but I know 
I chew too much for mv srood, and for decency, too, 
ma’am.’ 

“ ‘ Yes, sir, yes; 'but the young lady,^nd — ’ 

‘ Ah, yes, ma’am. Well,* then, going 4o the win- 
dow once, twice, or thrice,^! could not help but see 
a young man standing beneath it, evidently in wait- 
ing — very earnest — very watchful — seemingly’' very 
much interested and anxious, as if wailing for some- 
body.’ 

“ ‘ Is it possible?’ whispered the taliby, full of ex- 
pectation. 

“ ‘Yes, — very possible, ma’am — ver^y true. There 
he stood ; I could even hear his deep drawn sighs, — 
deep, long, as if from the very bottom of his heart.’ 

“ ‘ Was he so very ftear, sir?’ 

“ ‘Just under the window — going to and fro — veJl'y 
anxious. I^was almost afraid I had spit on him, he 
looked up so hard — so — ” 

“ ‘ What,»sir, up at you ? at — at my windows, sir V 

“ ‘ Not exactly, ma’am, that was only my notion, 
for I thought I might have spit upon him^ and so 
wakened his anger ; but, indeed, he looked all about 
him, as, indeed, it was natural that^ he should, you 
know, if he meditated any thing that ^a’n’t exactly 
right. There was a carriage in waiting— a close 
carriage — not a hundred yards below, and — ^ 

“ ‘ Ah, sir, do tell me what* sort of a looking young 
gentleman was it — eh ?’ 

“ ‘ Good looking fellow cfiough, ma’am : rather tall, 
slenderish, but not so •felender, — wore a black frock.’ 
By this time the old creature was up at the window, 
her long skinny neck stretched out as fer as it could 
go. ‘Ah!’ said*I, ^nla’am, you’re quite too late if 
you expect to see the sport. They’re off ; I saw the 
13 * 
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last of them when I took my last spit from the win- 
dow. They were then — ’ 

“‘But, sir, did hej—rdid yon say that this person — 
the peTS^ji you spit on — carr^sd a young lady away 
with him? 

“ ‘ Youvmistake me, ma’am — ’ 

“ ‘ Ah !’ — She drew a mighty long breath as if 
relieved. 

“ ‘ I did not spit upon him ; I only came near doing 
it once or twice. If I had’nt looked, I should very 
probably have divided rny quid pretty equally between 
both of them.' 

“ ‘ ! both!’ she almost screamed. “Did she 

go with hing^ then — was there in truth a young 
worfian V 

“ You never saw a creature in such a tearing fidget. 
Her long nose was nearly stuck into my face, and 
both her hands, all claws extended, seemed ready for 
my cheeks. I felt a little ticklish, I assure you ; but 
T kept up my courage, determined to see the game 
out, and answered very deliberately, after I had put 
a fresh quid into my jaws : 

“ ‘ A*y, that she did, ma’am, and seemed deused glad 
to go, as was natural enough ; a mighty pretty girl 
she w^as, too ; rather thin ; but pretty enough to tempt 
a clever fellpw to do any thing. 1, reckon they're 
nigh qn^to being man and wife by this time, let the 
old people say what they will.’ 

“ But the old put did’nt wait to hear me say all this. 
Before the words were well out of my mouth, she 
gave a bounce, to the beH-rope first, — I thought she’d 
ha’ jerked it to pieces, — and then to the head of the 
stairs. 

“ ‘Excuse me, for a moment, sir, if you please;’ she 
said, in a coneiderable of a fiaget. 

“ ‘ Certainly, ma’am,’ says I, with a great Kentucky 
sort of bow and natural civility ; and then I could hear 
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her squalling from the head of the stairs, and at the t^ 
of her voice — ‘Julia!’ ‘Julia!’ ‘Julia!’ — but th^ 
was no answer from Juliii. Then came the servants; 
— tlien came the outcry ;r-then ^he bounced'*ba#k into 
the parlour, and biased out at me for nn4, telling Jie^ 
at once that it was her daugiTler who had jDeen car- 
ried off, without making so Iftng a story of it and put- 
ting in so much talk about tobacco. 

“ ‘Lord bless yoii^ my dear woman,’ says I, innocent 
enough, “ was that pretty girl your daughter ! That 
accounts for the fellow Iqpking up at the window so 
often ; and I to fancy that it was afl b^ause I might 
have given l)im a quid !’ 

“ ‘ You should have seen her then !’ 

“ ‘ Well, ma’am said I, ‘ 1 must come again about 
the negroes. I see you’ve got your hands full.’ 

“And with that I puslied downstairs, while she blazed 
out at her husband, whom she called an old fool^; and 
me, whom she called a young one ; and the negroes 
whom she bi^dcrcd to fly in a hundred ways in the 
same breath ^ and to make matters worse, she seized 
her hat and shawl, and bounced down the steps after 
me. Here we were in a fix again, that mad« her a 
hundred times more furious. The street door wtfs 
locked on the outside and the key gone, and I fast- 
ened op with il^e old mad tabby. 1 tried to stand it 
while the servants were belabouring to break open, 
but the storm was too heavy, and raising a "sash I 
w^ent through ; and, in good fakh, 1 believe she bounced 
through after me ; for, when 1 got fairly into the street 
and looked round, there sli^ went, bounce, flounce, 
pell-mell, all in a rage^ steam up, pufling like a por- 
poise ; though, thank Jupiter! she took another course 
from myself. I was glad to get out oLher clutches, 
I assure you.” 

Such was Kingsley’s account ot his expedition, told 
in his particular manner, and endued with the dra- 
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^atic vitality which he was well able to give it, it 
inimitable. It needs but a few words to finish it. 
Mrs. Cliflbrd with unerring instinct made her way to 
the hcLw'of that friendly la^y who had assisted our 
’p;’Of!,eedihgs: But she came too htc for any thing but 
abuse. J^dia was irrevocably mine. Bitter was the 
clamqur w’hich, in our chamber, assailed us from 
below. 

“ Oh, Edward, how shall I meet her?” was the con- 
vulsive speech of .Tulia, as she heard the fearful 
sounds of her mother’s vo^ce — a voice, never very 
musical, and which now, — stimulated by unmeasured 
rage— ij]ie rage of a baffled and wicked woman — 
poured forlh a torrent of screams rather than of 
human accents. We soon heard the rush of the tor- 
rent up stairs, and in the direction of our chamber. 

“ Fear nothing, Julia — her pow er over you is now 
a; an 'end. You are now mine — mine only — mine 
irrevocably !” 

Ah ! she is still my mother !” gasped* the lovely 
trembler in my arms. A moment more, and the old 
lady was battering at the door. I had locked it within. 
Her vcsice, husky but subdued, now called to her 
daughter. 

“Julia! Julial Julia! Come out!” 

“ Who is there — what do you want?” I demanded. 

I was disposed to keep her out; but Julia implored 
me to 6pen the door. She had really no strength to 
reply to the summons mf the enraged woman; and 
her entreaty to me was expressed in a whisper which 
scarcely filled my own ears. She was weak almost 
to fainting, I trembled lest ber weakness, coupled 
with her fears, and the stormy scene that I felt might 
be reasonabl}: anticipated, would be too much for her 
powers of cn4prance. I hesitated. She put her hand 
on my wrist. 
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“ For my sake, Edward, let* her in. Let her seoi 
me. We will have to meet her, and better — 
HOW, when 1 feel all the solemnity of my new position, 
and while the pledges I l^ave ju:?t made are fiUMit pre- 
sent to my thought*^ Do not fear for ^ne I arn 
weak and very feeble, but I am resolute. 1 fe^TTh^ 
I am not wrong.'’ 

She could scarcely gasp out these brief sentences. 
I urged her not to risk her strength in the interview. 

“ As you love me, do as I beg you,” sl^ replied, 
with entreating carncstnes^s. “It does not become me 
to keep my mother, under any circumstances, thus 
waiting at the door, and asking entrance.” 

Meanwhile, the clamours of Mrs. (lifibrd were con 
tinued. Julia’s aunt was there also, arfd the contro- 
versy was hot and heavy betw^een them. Annoyed 
as I was, and apprehen<:ive for Julia, 1 yet could not 
forbear laughing at the ludicrousness of my pd^itiow 
and the whole scene. I began to think, from the 
equal violencS of the two ancient dames without, that 
they might f^ally get to blows. This was also the 
fear of Julia, and another reason why we should 
throw open the door. I at length did so; anil soon 
had the doubtful satisfaction of transferring to myselH’ 
all the wrath of the disappointed mother. She rushed 
in the moment the door turned upon it? hinges, almost 
upsetting me in the violence of her onsef. Bounding 
into the apartment with a fury that was utl^fly be- 
yond her own control, I wa,s led to fear that she 
might absolutely inflict violence upon her daughter, 
who, by this time, had sunk,,in equal terror and ex- 
haustion, upon a sofa i« the remotest corner of the 
room. I hastily placed myself between them, and did 
not scruple, with extended hands, to maintain a safe 
interval of space bfetM^en the two. I will not attempt 
to describe the tigress rage, or the shrieking violence 
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^.Yliich ensued on the part of this veteran termagant. 
If only closed at length, when, Julia having 
fainted under the storm, dead to all appearances, I 
pickecLup^the assailanl vi et f^rmis, and, in defiance of 
screams femd scratches — for she ^id not spare the use 
'ot Her ta[pns — resolutely transported her from the 
chamber. 
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Staggering forward under this bufdcn — a burden 
equally active and heav}^ — who should 1 enc^nter at 
the head of the stairs, but the liege lord of the ladv 
my poor imbecile uncle. As soon as she beheld bim — 
I’oaming and almost unintelligible in her rage— she 
screamed for succour, — cried ‘Mnurder,” rape/^ 
“robbery,” and heaven knows what beside'?* A nfo- 
ment before, though she scratched and scuffled to the 
utmost, she fiad not employed her lunys. A momen- 
tary imprc(;ption alone had broke^J from her, as it 
were, perforce and unavoidably. Now, nothing could 
exceed the stentorian tumult w-^ich her tongue main- 
tained. She called upon her husband to put me \o 
death, — to tear me in pieces, — to do any thing and 
every thing for J.he punis^hng of so dreadful an oflender 
as mygelf. In thus commanding him, sHe did not for- 
bear uttering her own unmeasured opinion o1r*the de- 
merits of the man whose perlirmanccs she required. 

“If you ha^/ the spirit of*a man, Clifford, — if you 
were not a poor shoat, — yowl’d never have submitted 
so long 36 you have k) this viper’s insolence. And 
there you stand, doing nothing, — absolutely still as a 
stock, though you see him beating yoiir wife. Ah! 
you monster ! — yefu coward ! — that I shyuld ever have 
married a man that wasn’t able to protect me.” 

This is a sufficient sample of her style, and not the 
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^^rst. 1 am constrained to confess that some por- 
tion^^V^ the good lady’s language would better have 
suited modes of speech common enough among 
^the Gwec^Sn housekeepers aU the celebration of the 
nnfysteries. I have omkted not a few of the 
bad words# and forborne the repetition of that volu- 
minous eloquence, poured out, after the Billingsgate 
fashion, equally upon myself, her daughter, and hus- 
band! During the vituperation she still kicked and 
scuffled; h)y face suflered, and my eyes narrowly 
escaped. But I grasped liQr firmly ; and when her 
husband, my w^orthy uncle, in obedience to her orders, 
sprang^ipon me, with the bludgeon which he now ha- 
^bitually carrie^d) I confronted him with the lusty per- 
son of his spouse, and regret to say, that the first 
thwack intended for my shoulders, descended with 
some c.onsidefable emphasis upon hers. This redou- 
bkd her fury, and redoubled her screams. But it did 
not lessen rhy determination, or make me change my 
mode of procticding. I resolutely pushed her before 
me. The husband stood at the head of the stairs, and 
my object was to c^rry her down to the lower story. 
The sttiirs were narfow, and by keeping up a good 
watch, I contrived to fence him to give ground, using 
his spouse as a sort of bauering-ra/Tz — not to perpe- 
trate a pun at \he expense of the gepders — which, I 
happened to know, had alwaj^s been successful in 
making him give ground on all previous occasions. 
His habitual deference for the dau-^e, assisted me in 
my purpose. Step by sfcp, however, be disputed my 
advance ; but I was finally successful ; without any 
injury beyond that which had been inflicied by the 
talons of the fair lady, and perhaps a single and slight 
stroke upon the shoulder from the club of her husband, 
I succeeded jn landing her mpon' the lower flat in 
safety. Beyond a squeeze or two, which the exigency 
of the case made something more affectionate than 
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any I should have been otherwise pleased to be^irfv 
upon her, she suffered no hurt at my hands Kut, 
though willing to release her, she was not^ wuiing 
herself to be released. When 1 set her fre*^*j^e flev^ 
at me with cat-like intrepidity; and I*fouryj, 
much more difficult customer* ban her husband. Him 
I soon baffled. A moment sufficed to grapple with 
him and wrench the stick from his hands, and then, 
with a moderate exercise of agility, I contrived to 
spring up the stairway which I had just descended, 
regain the chamber, and#sccure tlje door, before they 
could overtake or annoy me with their farther move- 
ments. My wife’s aunt, meanwhile, had l>isn bugjg 
with her restoratives. Julia was now r^cov^ering from 
the fainting fit; and I had the satisfaction of h(?aring 
from one of the servants that the baffled enemy had 
gone off in a fury tha4 made their departure s,eem a 
flight rather than a mere retreat. 

I should have treated the whole event with indif- 
ference — their rage and their regard equally — but for 
my suffering and sensitive wife. Wronged as she 
had been, and so persecuted as to render all her sub- 
sequent conduct justifiable, she yet forgot norft of hf^r 
filial obligations; and, in compliance with her earnest 
entreaties, I had already, the very da^ after this con- 
flict, prepared 4 in elaborate and respec^tful epistle to 
both father and mother, when an event tqpk place 
of startling solemnity, which was calculated to subdue 
my anger, and make the feeHngs of my wife, if pos- 
sible, more accessible than ever to tlie influences of 
fear and sorrow. Only thrae days from our marriage 
had elapsed, when herffiither was stricken speechless 
in the street. He was carried home for dead. I 
have already hinted that, months before,«and just after 
the threatened disco^efy of those fraudulent measures 
by which he lost his fortune, his mind had become 
singulai;ly enfeebled ; his memory •failing, and all his 
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fW^ilties of judgment — never very strong — growing 
caprn.tp^us, or else obtuse and unobserving. These 
were theV^ymptoms of a rapid physical change, the 
^atastfopbe of wdiich was at hand. How far the 
g[rovving out of his dviughter’s flight and 
marriage n^ay have precipated this result, is problem- 
atical.* It may be said, in this place, that my wife’s 
mother charged it all to my account. I was pro- 
nounced the murderer of her husband. On this head 
1 did not reproach myself. It was necessary, how- 
ever, that a reconciliation should take place between 
the father and tiis child. To this I had, of course, no 
^^rt ofvVv^bjection. But it will scarce be believed that 
the miserable woman, her mother, opposed herself to 
their' meeting with the utmost violence of her cha- 
racter. Nothing but the outcry of the family and all 
its frij^nds, — including the excellent physician whose 
secret services had contributed so much toward my 
happiness — compelled her to give way, though still 
ungraciously, to the earnest entreaty of her daughter 
for permission to see her father before bo died ! and 
even then, by the death-bed of the unhappy, and 
aj.most 'unconscious man, she recommenced the scene 
of abuse and bitter reproach, which, iiowever ample 
the reader and hearer may liave already found it, it 
appears stie had left unfinished. It was in the midst 
of a furious tirade, directed against myself, chiefly, 
and Julia, in part, that the spasms of death, unper- 
ceived by the mother,* passed over the contracted 
muscles of the father’s face. The bitter speech of the 
blind woman — blind in heart — was actually finished 
after death had given the final blow to the victim. 
Of this she had no suspicion, until instructed by the 
piercing shriv^ks of her daughter, who fell swooning 
upon the corse before her. 
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CHAPTER XV. 


It was supposed by Julia and certain of her frends, 
that an event so solemn, so impressive, and-i^j un^ 
peeled as the death of Mr. Clifford, vvc^ld reasonably 
affect the mind of his widow' ; and the conce*ssions 
which I had meditated to address to herself and her 
late husband were noV so varied, as to apply^solely 
to herself. J took considerable pains in preparing !ny 
letter, with Ahc view to soften her prejudices and as- 
perities, as well as to convince her reason. There 
was one suggestion which Julia was disposed to insist 
on, to which, however, I was singularly averse. In 
the destitution of Mrs. Clifford, her diminished, apd 
still diminishing resources, — not to speak of her lone- 
liness, — she thought that I ought to tepder her a home 
with us. Had*she been any other thar^ the captious, 
cross-grained creature that she was; had^lipr mis- 
fortunes produced only in part their legitimate and 
desirable effects, of subduingjier perversity, — I should 
have had no sort of objection. But I knew her im- 
perious arid unreasonable ntfture ; and I may here add, 
that, by this time, I knew something of my owm — I 
was a man of despotic character. The constant con- 
flicts which I had,ha^ from boyhood, reciting as they 
had done in my frequent successes and* final triumph, 
had, naturally enough, made me dictatorial, sanguine 
in temperament, earnest in. character, resolute in im- 

14 # 
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I was necessarily arbitrary in mood, it was 
not that Mrs. Clifford would forget her way- 

wardnp^t.^, and it was just 'as unreasonable that T 
-should submit to licr insoIcnce^s. Besides, one’s home 
be a" very sacre.d [»lace. It is necessary that 
the peace there should compensate and console for the 
strifes without. To hope lor this in any household 
where there is more than one master, would be worse 
than idle. ^Nay, even if there were peace, the chances 
are still great that there would be some lack of pro- 
priety, Domestic regulation's would become inutile. 
Children and servants wmuld equally fail of duty and 
A'S''pra\'^hient under conflicting authorities ; and all the 
sweet social harmonics of family would be forced 
away by misunderstandings if not bickerings ; leading 
to coldness, suspicion, and irremediable jealousies. 
Theses things seemed to threaten me iVom the first 
moment when Julia submitted to me her desire that 
her mother should be invited to take up her abode 
wdth us. I reasoned with her against it — suggested 
all the grounds of objection which 1 reaTlyfell; and 
review(^*d at length the long history of our connexion 
from mychildhood up, which had been distinguished by 
her constant hostility and hale. “ How,” 1 asked, “ can 
it he hoped that- there will beany change for the better 
now ? She is ^he same woman ; I, the s‘ilme man ! It is 
not rearonable to think that the result of our re-union 
will be other than it has been.” But Julia implored. 

“ I know what you say is reasonable — is just ; but, 
dear Edward, she is my mother, and she is alone.” I 
yielded to her wishes. (Jould J else? My letter to 
her mother, concluded with a respectful entreaty that 
she would take apartments in our dwelling, and a 
chair at our fable, and lessen, tc this extent, the ex- 
penses of her t)wn establishment. 

‘‘ What !” exclaimed the phrensied woman, to Julia’s 
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aunt, to whom the charge of presenting the 
nication was committed ; — “ What ! eat the of 

that insolent and ungrattdnl wretch ? Neve^ never !” 

She flung tlie e[>islle* from her with andr' 

to confess a truth, lliough, on^Julia’s accounw^^e^^sW.. 
have w'ishcd a rcconciliatipn, 1 was by* no means 
sorry, on my own, that such was her ultimatum. 1 
gave mysell little ^farther concern about this fj)olish 
f.erson, and was ha[)py to see that in a sh^'t time my 
wife appeared to recover from the sadness and stu- 
por which the death of her fiilherf ara] the temper of 
lier mother, find naturally induced. Tlic truth is, she 
had, for so long a period previously to her ilTItrriag^ 
suffered from the persecutions of Uie latter, and 
moaned over the shame and imbecility of the former, 
tliat her present situation was one of great relief, and 
for awhile, of compafative happiness. We Jij^ed in 
a pleasant cottage in the suburbs. A broad and placid 
lake spread#out before our dwelling, and its tiny bil- 
lows, under the pressure of the sweet southeastern 
breezes, bej?t almost against our very doors. Green 
and shady groves environed us on three sides, and 
sheltered us from the intrusive gaze of the highway; 
and never was a brighter collection of flowers and 
blossoms clustered around any habilsbtion of hope and 
happiness heffre. I rented the coltag« on moderate 
terms, and furnished it neatly, but simply, as.became 
my resources. All things considered, the prospect 
was fair and promising befire us. Julia had few toils, 
and ample leisure for painting and music, for both of 
which she had considerablS taste; for the former art, 
in particular, she possessed no small talent. Our city, 
indeed, seemed one peculiarly calculated for these 
arts. Our sky was^bj^ue, deeply, beautifully blue; our 
climate mild and delightful:? Our people were singu- 
larly endowed with the geniiTs for graceful and felici- 
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performances. Music was an ordinary attribute 
of tfe-'^rreat mass; and in no community under the 
sun was'^rbere such an overflbwing of talent in paint- 
ing and sculpture. It was the^rand error of our wise 
fancy that our city coiild be made one of 
great tradfe, and in a vain struggle to give it some 
commercial superiority over its neighbour communi- 
ties, the wealth of the people was thrown away upon 
projects ihpt yielded nothing; and the arts were left 
neglected in a region which might have been made — 
and might still be made — if mot exclusively, at least 
pre-eminently their own. The ordinary look of the 
wpment^vas beauty; the ordinary accent was sweet- 
ness. The soft moonlight evenings were rendered 
doubly harmonious by the tender tinkling of the w'an- 
dering guitar, or the tones of the plaintive flute; — 
while^ftom every third dwelling, rose the more stately, 
but scarcely sweeter melodies, stricken by pliant fin- 
gers, from the yielding soul of the divine »piano. The 
tastes, even of the mechanic, were refined by this 
language, the purest in which passion evel’ speaks; — 
and an ambition — the result of the highest tone of 
aristocratic influence upon society — prompted his de- 
sires to purposes and a position, to which, in other 
regions, he is nut often permitted to aspire. These 
influences were assisted by the peculiar location of 
our city, by its suburban freedom from all closeness; 
its innumerable gardens; the appanage of every 
household; its piazzas, verandahs, porches; its broad 
and minstrel-wooing rivers, and the majestic and ever- 
green forests, which grew and gathered around us on 
every hand. If ever there was a city, intended .by 
nature, more particularly than another for the abodes 
and the office?} of art, it was ours. . It will become 
so yet ; — the mean, money-loving soul of trade, cannot 
always keep it from its destinies. We may never see 
it in our day, but so surely as we live, and as it shall 
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live, will it become an Athens in our land ; a city 
empire by the sea, renowned for genius and ; 
and the cliosen retreat of muses, younger a^'^more 
vigorous, and not less lively, than the old 

Julia was in a v«ry higli degree impi^gffatecl with 
the taste and desire for art wlfich seemed <^0 ^1tefaTi5^ ' 
the characteristic of our petiple. I speak not now of 
the degree of skill which she possessed. Her teacher 
was a foreigner, ^nd a mere mechanic. But, *vhile 
he taught her only the ordinary laws of pointing, her 
natural endowments wrought more actively in favour 
of her performances. She soon di^^covered how much 
she could learn from the little which her teacher 
knew ; and w hen she mode this discovery, she”cea3»Wft 
to liavc any use for his assistance. Bftoks, the, study 
of the old masters, and such of the new ns were 
available to her, served iicrjnfmitely more in the pro- 
secution of her efforts ; and these I stimulated-^y^ll 
means in my power ; for I esteemed her natural 
endowment? to be very liigh, and very well knew how 
usual it is fyr young ladies, after marriage, to give up 
those tastes and accomplishments wdiich had distin- 
guished and heightened their previous charms. It 
W'as ejuite enough that I admired the art, and tas]«;d 
her to its pursuit, to make her cling to it with alacrity 
and love. Wy w^andcred together e^rly in the morn- 
ing and at the coming on of evening, over all the 
sweet enticing scenes which w^ere frequetit* in our 
suburbs. Environed by tw’Q rivers, wade and clear, 
willi deep forests beyond, — broad bay opening upon 
the sea in front, — lov^ely jslands of gleaming sand, 
strewn at pleasant iiitervals, seeming, beneath the 
transparent moonlight, the chosen places of retreat 
for naiads from the deep and lairies iVojii the grove, — 
there was no la«k «f»dbjecls to deli^^it the eye and 
woo the pencil to its performances. Besides, never 
was blue sk/, and gold and purple sunset more fre- 
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S more rich, more shifting in its shapes and 
3, from beauty to superior beauty, — than in 
i^j'ide. The eye naturally turned up to it with 
a sen^^e hunger — the min^ naturally felt the wish 

t o rcc orchsugh hues and aspects /or the use of vene- 
^^9TTn^*teve — and the eager spirit, beginning to fancy 
the vision wrought according to its own involuntary 
wish, seemed spontaneously to cry aloud, in the lan- 
guage of the artist, on whom thtj consciousness of 
genius wac breaking with a sun-burst, for the first 
time, ‘‘ I, too, am a painter !” 

Julia’s studio wilfs soon full of beginnings. Frag- 
mentaiw landscapes were all about her. Like most 
•«3Uthefns, she did not like to finish. There is an 
impaJLience of^toil — of its duration, at least — in the 
southern mind, which leaves it too frequently unper- 
forming. This is a natural ch^Jracteristic of an cxci- 
tajile'people. People easily moved arc always easily 
diverted. People of very vivid fancy arc also very 
capricious. There is yet another causeTor the non- 
performance of the southern mind — its fastidiousness. 
In a high state of social refinement, the standard of 
taste become so very exacting, that the mind prefers 
not to attempt rather than to ofifend that critical judg- 
ment which it feels to be equally active in its analysis, 
and rigid in ife requisitions. Genius and ambition 
must be independent of such restraints. “ Be bold, 
be bolds be bold !” is the language of encouragement 
in Spenser; and when Ije says, at the end, “Be not 
too bold,” we are to ct>nsider the qualification as 
simply a quiet caution no^to allow proper courage to 
rush into rashness and insane^ license. The genius 
that suffers itself to be fettered by the precise, will, 
perhaps, learn how to polish marble, but will never 
make it live, 'and will certainly never live very long 
itself! 

With books and, music, painting and flowers, we 
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passed the happv* moments ot the honeymoon. \ 
yielded as little of myself and my mind to myjjSfde 
and clients, in that period, as I possibly conker IVfv 
cottage was my paradise. My habits, asrini^iii ue 
inferred from my Ijistory, were singularly nlomestic. 
Doomed, as I had been, frons m}^ earliest ytHrs, 
know neither friends nor parents ; isolafed, in my 
infancy, from all those tender ties which impress upon 
the heart, for all succeeding years, tokens of the«most 
endearing affection — denied the smiles of*those who 
yet filled my constant sight — my life was a long 
yearning for things of*love , — fbr things to love! 
While the struggle continued between Julia’s parents 
and myself, though confiding in her love, I ha3^et ws 
confidence in my owm hope to realized and to speure 
it. Now that it was mine — mine, at last — I grew 
uxorious in its contemplation. Like the miser, I had 
my treasure at home, and I hastened home to snrvgy 
it, with precisely the same doubts, and hopes, and 
fears, whiclf the disease of avarice prompts in the 
unhappy heart of its victim. To this disease, in 
chief, I have to attribute all my future sorrows ; but 
the time is not yet for that. It is my joys now that I 
have to contemplate and describe. How I dwelt, and 
how I dreamed ! How I seemed to tread on air, in 
the unaccustomed fulness of my spirit I How my 
whole soul, giv*en up to the one pursuit^ I fondly fan- 
cied had secured its object! I fancied — nay^for the 
time — I was happy ! Surely.. I was happy ! 
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CHAPTER XVJ. 


Surely, I t!jcn was happy! I cannot deceive my- 
self as to the character of those brief Eden moments 
cfy security and peace. Even now, lone as T appear in 
the sight of others, — degraded as 1 feel myself, — even 
now' 1 look back on our low while cottage, by the 
shores of that placid lake — its little palings gleaming 
s^x*e^ly through its dense green foliage — recall tliose 
liappy, halcyon days, and feel that we both, for the 
time, had attained the secret — the secret vvorth all the 
rest — of an enjoyment actually felt, and quite as full, 
flush, and satislactory, as it had seemed in the pros- 
pective^ Possession liad taken nothing of the gusto 
from hope. Truth liad not impaired a single beauty 
of the ideal. I looked in Julia’s face at morning when 
I awakened, and her loveliness did not fade. My lips, 
that drank s.veetness from hers, did not cease to be- 
lieve tbe sweetness to be there — as pure, as warm, as 
full of richness as when I had only dreamed of their 
perfections. Our days and nights were pure, and 
gentle, and fond. One twenty-four hours shall speak 
for all. When we rose at morning, we prepared for 
a ramble, either into the woods, or along the banks of 
the lovely river that lay west of, and at a short dis- 
tance only from our dwelling. There, wandering, as 
the sun rose,^we imparted to each other’s eyes the 
several objects of ^beauty which his ridng glance be- 



OR. THE BLIND HEART. 


169 


Irayed. Sometimes we sat beneath a tree, while she 
hurriedly sketched a clump of woods, the windin^urn 
of the shore, its occasional crescent forn^, abrupt 
headland, as they severally appeared, in li'r^w^ight, 
and at a happy moment of time, bcneatlf oiif vision. 
The songs of pleasant birds allured us on;*the sweet 
scent of pines and myrtle refreshed us ; and a gay, 
wholesome, and hearty spirit, was awakened in our 
mutual bosoms, as t?ius, day after day, whi[p, like the 
day, our hearts were in their first youth, we resorted 
to the cvcr-fresh mansior^ of the , sovereign nature. 
This habit produces purity of feeling, and continues 
the spirit in its earliest simplicity. The childlil?^law^ 
which it encourages and strengthens, arg those which 
virtue most loves, and which strained forms of society 
are the first to overthrow. The pure tastes of youth 
are those which are always most dear to humanjity ; 
and love is easy of access, and peace not often & 
stranger to the mind, where these tastes preserve 
their ascendancy. 

My profession was something at variance with 
these tastes and feelings. The very idea of law, which 
presupposes the frequent occurrence of injustice, en 
genders, by its practice, a habit of suspicion. To 
throw doubt upon the fact, and defeat and prevent 
convictions of ih^ probable, are habits which lawyers 
soon acquire. This is natural from the daily gr^coun- 
ter with bad and striving men — men who employ the 
law as an instrument by whic;ff to evade right, or in- 
flict wrong; and, this apart, the acute mind loves, for 
its own sake, the very exercife of doubt, by which in- 
genuity is put in practi(?e, and an adroit discrimina- 
tion kept constantly in practice. I was saved, how- 
ever, from something of this danger. The injustice 
which I had been suDjectea to in my own boyhood, 
had Hied me wi|h the keenest love for the right. The 
idea of iniuslice aroused my sternest Teelings of resist- 

VOL. I f 5 
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ance. I had adopted the law as a profession with 
sonri^vHJng of a patriotic feeling. 1 felt that I could 
make if\^n instrument for putting down the oppressor, 
the wrong-doer — for asserting right, and maintaining 
innocenc-e ! ' I had my admiralioij, too, at that period, 
of that logical astuteness, that wonderful tenacity of 
hold and pursuit, which distinguishes this profession 
beyond all others, and seems to confirm the assump- 
tion madq in its behalf, by which )t has been declared 
the perfection of human reason. It will not be sub- 
tracting any thing from thir estimate, if I express my 
conviction, founded upon my own experience, that, 
though ‘such may be the character of the law, as an 
abstract scie(?ce, it deserves no such encomium as it 
is ofdinarily practised. Lawyers are too commonly 
profound only in the technics of the profession; and a 
very keen study and acquaintance with these — cer- 
tainly a too great reliance upon them, and upon the 
dicta of othei^ lawyers — leads to a drcaj^ful departure 
from elementary principles, and a most woful disre- 
gard, if not ignorance, of those profounder sources of 
knowledge, without which laws multiply at the ex- 
jpense^of reason, and not in support of it ; and law- 
yers may be compared to those ignorant captains to 
whom good ships are intrusted, who rely upon conti- 
nual soundieg, to grope their way along the accus- 
tomeci chores. Let them once leave the shores, and 
get beyond the reach of their plummets, and the good 
ship must ow^ its safely to fortune, and the favour of 
the winds, for farther skill is none. 

1 did not find the pmctice of the law affect nay 
taste for domestic pleasures; on the contrary, they 
stimulated and preserved them. After toiling a whole 
morning in^ the courts, it was a sjveet reprieve to be 
allowed to liorry off to my quiet cottage, and hear the 
sweet voice of my household, and ej^amine the quiet 
pictures. These*^ never stunned me with clamours; 1 
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was never postered to delerminc the meurn et tuum 
between noisy dispulants, neither of whom ai'e g;6^ctly 
right. There, my eye ^ould repose on thor^sweetest ^ 
scenes, — scenes of beayty and 'freshness,— ^he^shady 
verdure of the vvoeds, — the rich variety of flowers, 
and pure, cairn, transparent tvaters, hallowed by the 
meek glances of the matron moon. No creature 
could have been more gentle than my wife. She met 
me with a composCd smile, equally bright and tTieek. 

1 never heard a complaint from her lips. The evils of 
which other men compjain — the complaints about 
servants — scoldings about delay, or •dinner, never 
reached my ears. The kindest solicitude,- 4ijat, in 
my iatigue, or amidst the toils of a business — of which 
wives can know little, and for which they mak« too 
little allowance — there should be nothing at home to 
make me irritable, or give me disquiet, distinguished 
equally her sense and her aflection. If it became her 
duty to communicate any unpleasant intelligence — 
any tidings vfhich might awaken anger or impatience, 
she carefull}^ waited for the proper lime, when the ex- 
citement of my blood was overcome, and repose of 
body had naturally brought about a kindred f^ompo-* 
sure of mind. 

Our afternoons were usually spent in the shade of 
the garden or pjazza. Sometimes, I sat by her while 
she was sketching. ' At others, she helped me to dress 
and train my garden vines. Now and then*we re- 
newed our rambles of the mor»ing, heedfully observing 
the different aspects of the same scen!is and objects, 
which had then delighted ws, under the mellowing 
smiles of the sun at its. decline. With books, music, 
and chess, our evenings passed away without our con- 
sciousness; and day melted into night, and night de- 
parted and gave plac^ fo the new-born ^ay, as quietly 
as if life had, in truth, become to us a great instru- 
ment of harmoiry, which bore us over the smooth seas 
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of time, to the gentle beating of faiiy and unseen min- 
strelsy. Truly, then, we were two happy children. 
The oldor children of this world, stimulated by stronger 
tastes^ ana more lofty indulgences, may smile at the 
infantile simplicity of such resources and modes of en- 
joyment.' /They were dhldish, but, perhaps^ not the 
less wise for that. Infancy lies very near to heaven. 
Childhood is a not unfit study for angels ; and happy 
were it for us could we maintain 'the hearts and the 
hopes of that innocent period for a longer day within 
our bosoms. In our world we grow too fast, too pre- 
sumptuously. We live on too rich food — moral and 
intellectual. The artifices of our tastes, prove most 
fatally, the decline of our reason. We certainly lived 
the Iwes of children for awhile. But we were not to 
live thus always. In some worldly respects I was 
still a child: — I cared little forrits pomps, its small ho- 
nours, its puny efforts, it£: tinselly displays. But I had 
vices of mind — vices of rriy own — sufficient to embit- 
ter the social world where all seems now so sweet, — 
where all, in truth, was sweet, and pure,jand worthy; 
and which might, under other circumstances, have 
been kept so to the last. I am now to describe a 
change ! 
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Heretofore, J have spoken of jhe blind hearts of 
others — of Mr. Clifford and his wilful* wife, — I have 
yet said little to show the blindness of my o\^^ TJys 
task is now before me, and, with whatever reluctance, 
the exhibition shall resolutely be made. I hav^ de- 
scribed a couple newly wed, — eminently happy, — 
blessed with tolerable kidependence, — resources from 
without and within, — dwelling in the smiles of heavAi, 
and not uncheered by the friendly countenance of man. 
I am to display the cloud, which hangs small at first, 
a mere speck, but wliich is to grow to a gloomy tem- 
pest which is to swallow up the loveliness of the sky, 
and blacken with gloom and sorrow the faiftst a§-* 
pects of the earth. I am to show the worm in the 
bud which is to bring blight — the serjpent in the gar- 
den which is to spoil the Eden. Wo ! beyond all other 
woes, that this serpfint should be engendereck one’s 
own heart, producing its blindness, and finally working 
its bane. Yet, so it is ! Thp*story is a painful^ne to 
tell ; the task is one of self-humiliation. But the truth 
may inform others — may w«rn, may strengthen, may 
save — before their hearts shall be utterly given to that 
blindness which must end in utter desoeraiion. and 
irretrievable overthrow. 

If the reader has not uuen utterly unn»indful of cer- 
tain moral suggestions, which have been thrown out, 
passingly, in my previous narrative,* he will have seen 
15 ^ 
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that, constitutionally, I am of an lirdent, impetuous 
temper — an active mind, ready, earnest, impatient of 
control; seeking the difficult for its own sake, and 
delighftng in the conquest w^iich is unexpected by 
others. Sucti a nature is usually frank and generous. 
It believes dn the affiecfions — it depends upon them. 
It freel-y gives its own, but challenges the equally free 
and spontaneous gift of yours in return. It has little 
faith 'in the things which fill the hearts of the mere 
worldling. Worldly honours may delight it, but not 
worldly toys. It has no veneration for gewgaws. 
The shows of furniture and of dress it despises. The 
gorgcQ^'^g’ equipage is an incumbrance to it, — the im- 
posing jewel it would not wear lest it might subtract 
something from that homage which it prefers should 
be paid to the wearer. It is all selfish — thoroughly 
selfish — but not after the worldls fashion of selfishness. 
Itffioards nothing, and gives quite as much as it asks. 
What does it ask? What? It asks for love, — de- 
voted attachment. The homage of the loved one and 
the friends — the implicit confidence of aU around it ! 
Ah ! can any thing be more exacting ? Cruelly ex- 
actingfMf it be not worthy of that it asks ! 

Imagine such a nature, denied from the beginning ! 
The parents of its youth are gone ! The brother and 
the sister — ffie father and the friend ! It is destitute, 
utterly,^ of these! It is also desiitute of those re- 
sources of fortune which are supposed to be sufficient 
to corj^mand them. It is thrown upon the protection, 
the charge of strangers. Not strangers— no ! From 
strangers, perhaps, but litde could be expected. It is 
thrown upon the care of relatives. A father’s brother I 
Could the tie be nearer ? Not well ! But it had been 
better if strangers had been its guardians. Then it 
might have learned to endufe more patiently. At 
least, it would have felt less keenly the pangs inflicted 
by neglect, contumely, injustice. In this situation it 
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grows up, like^ome sapling torn Irom its parent fores 
its branches hacked off, its limbs lacerated ! It grov^ 
up in a stranger soil. The sharp winds assail 
from every quarter. But sfill it lives-~it -^ows. 
grows wildly, roidely, ungracefully ; •bul it is stron 
and tough, in consequence bf its exposunje and its trial 
Its vitality increases with every collision whi.ch shake 
and rends it; until, in the pathetic language of rek 
lives unhappily Tjurdened with such incumbrtinces,- 
“ it seems impossible to kill it.” 

I will not say that .mine tried to kill me, but I d 
say, that they took precious little ctire that I was nc 
killed. The effect upon my body was go(«|^howevei 
— the efl’ect of their indifference. This roughing is 
part of physical training which very few parents ur 
derstand. It is essential — should be insisted on — bt 
it must not be coupied with a moral roughing, whic 
forces upon the mind of the pupil the convictioni tha 
the ordeal is meant for his destruction rather than fo 
his good.* There will be a recoil of the heart — i 
cruel recgil from the humanities, — if such a convictioi 
once fills the mind. It was this recoil which I felt 
With warm affections seeking for objects*pf lov«— 
with feelings of hope, and veneration, imploring fo 
altars to which to attach themselves, I was com 
manded to gp alone. The wilderness alone was opei 
to me — what wonder if my heart grew wild and ca 
pricious even as that of the savage, who Jwells onlj 
amid their cheerless recesees. With a smile injudi 
ciously bestowed — with a kind woTd, a gentle tone 
an occasional voice of earnest encouragement — m3 
uncle and aunt might have fashioned my heart at theii 
pleasure. I should have been as clay in the hands ol 
the potter. A pliant willow in the grfiisp of the care- 
ful trainer. A'n^ftute constituted li|^e mine is of all 
others the iT^)st flexible. But it is also of all others the 
mostjesistirig and incorrigible. Approach it with a 



CONFESSION, 


licious regard to its affections and*you do with it 
mt you please. Let it but fancy that it is the vic- 
1 of your injustice, however slight, and the war is 
internSlnable one between yov*. 

Thus did f le&rn the first lessons of suspiciousness, 
hey attended me to the ' school-house. They go- 
^rned and made me watchful there. The school- 
)use, the play places — the very regions of earnest 
ith an‘d unlimited confidence — produced no such 
fects in me. They might have done so, had I ceased, 
ri going to school, to see my relatives any longer, 
ut the daily pre?sence of my uncle and aunt, with 
leir system' of continued injustice, at length rendered 
ly suspicious moods habitual. I became shy. I ap- 
roached nobody, or approached them with doubt and 
watchfulness. I learned, at the earliest period, to look 
ato character — to analyze conduct — to pry into the 
nysterious involutions of the working minds around 
lie. 1 traced, or fancied that I traced, the perform- 
ince to the unexpressed and secret motive in which it 
lad its origin. I discovered, or believed that I disco- 
/ered, that the world was divided into banditti and 
lypocritej?. At that day I made little allowance for 
he existence of that larger class than all, who happen 
;o be the victims. Unless this were the larger class, 
the other two must very much and very rapidly 
iiminish. My infant philosophy did not carry me 
very deeply into the recesses of my own heart. It 
was enough that I felt some of its dearest rights to be 
outraged, — I did hot care fo inquire whether it was 
altogether right itself. 

At length there was a glimpse of dawn amidst all 
this darkness. The world was not altogether evil. 
All hearts were Aiot shut against me ; and in the sweet 
smiles of Julia Clifford, in her kirid'" attentions, sooth- 
ing assurances, and fond entreaties, there was oppor- 
tunity, at last, for my feelings to overflow. Lijte a 
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mountain slrcam long pent up, which at length breaks 
through its confinements, my aflections rushed into 
the grateful channel which her pliant heart afforded 
me: They were wi^d, and* strong, and de/oted,'4n 
proportion to the^ir long denial and res^rmnt. Was it 
not iifiitural enough, that !• should love with no ordi- 
nary attachment — that my love should lae an impetu- 
ous torrent — all devoted — struggling, striving — rush- 
ing only in the cfne direction — believing, in tri^th, that 
there was none olher in the world in wkich to run'? 

This was a natural consequence of the long sophis- 
tication of my feelings* I knew itothiAig of the world — 
of society. I had shared in none of its tri^ts. I had 
only felt its exactions. Like some countf^ boy, or 
country girl, for the first thric brought into the great 
world, I surrendered myself wholly to the first grati- 
fied impulse, I majje no conditions, no qualifications. 
I set all my hopes of heart upon a single cast the 
die, and did not ask what might be the consequences 
if the ihrftw was unfortunate. 

One of the good effects of a free communication 
of the young with society, is to lessen the exacting 
nature of the affections. People who live^too much 
to themselves — in their own centre, and for their own 
single objects, become fastidious to disease. They 
ask too much from their neighbour^. Willing to sur- 
render their o?/;?i^ffections at a glance, they fancy the 
W'orld wanting in sensibility when they fini that their 
readiness in tliis respect fa;ls to produce a correspond- 
ing readiness in others. This is the natural history 
of that enthusiasm whicl^ is thrown hack upon itself 
and is chilled by dgnial. The complaint of coldness 
and selfishness against the world — is very commoir 
among very young, or very inexperienced men. The 
world gets a bad character, simply because it refuseg 
to lavish its affections along the highways. Simply 
because it L cautious in giving Us trusts, and expects 
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roofs of service, rather than professions. Men, like 
lyself, of a warm, impetuous nature, complain of the 
eartlessness of mankind. They fancy themselves 
cculiai^ly the victims of an lykind destiny in this 
aspect; anc} fpially cut their throaty in a moment of 
^hrensy, or" degenerate into a cynicism that delights 
a contradictions, in sarcasms, in self-torture, and the 
bitterest Tiostility to their neighbours. 

Society, itself, is the only and best corrective of this 
mhappy disposition. The first gift to the young, 
herefpre, should be the gift of society. By this 
A'ord, society, however, I do not mean a set, a clique, 
1 pitiable Jjttle circle. Let the sphere of movement 
oe sufficiently extended — as large as possible — that 
the means of observationiand thought may be suffi- 
L'ienlly comprehensive, and no influences, from one 
man or one family, shall be sufle^ed to give the bias 
io tf^,9 immature mind and inexperienced judgment. 
In society like this, the errors, prejudices, weaknesses, 
of one man, are corrected by a totally opposite form 
of character in another. The mind of the youth 
hesitates. Hesitation brings circumspection, watch- 
fulness; v^atchfulness, discrimination ; discrimination, 
^hoice; and a capacity to choose, implies the attain- 
poent of a certain degree of deliberateness and judg- 
|ment with which s.he youth may be permitted to go 
jupon his way, supposed to be provided for in the diffi- 
cult respect of being able henceforward to take care 
of himself. 

I had no society-^knew nothing of society — saw 
it at a distance, under suspjcious circumstances, and 
was myself an object of its suspicion. Its attractions 
were desirable to me, but seemed unattainable. It 
required some sacrifices to obtain its entree, ?ind these 
sacrifices were the very ones whi^ih. my independence 
would not allowSme to make. My independence was 
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my treasure, dulV valued in proportion to the constant 
strife by which it was assailed. I had that! That 
could not be taken |Vom me. That kept me from 
sink'ing into the slaviJ, the tool, the sycftphjrui, per- 
haps the bruie—ihat prompted me to»lmrd study in 
secret* [)laces — that strengthened my Jieart, when) 
desolate and striving against necessity, I saw. nothing 
of the smiles of societ}^ and felt nothing of the boun- 
ties of life. Th?n came my final emancipatiefn — mv 
success — my triumph! My independdhee was as- 
sailed no longer. My Jalents w^ere no longer doubted 
or denied. My reluctant neigliboflrs sent in their 
adhesion. My uncle forbore his sneers ^ Lastly, 
and now — Julia w'as mine. My heart’s desires ^ere 
all gratified as completely jfrs my mind’s ambition! 

Was 1 happy 1 The inconsiderate mind will sup- 
pose this very probible — will say, I should be. But 
evil seeds that are planted in the young heart, ^row 
up with years — not so rapidly or openly as to offend, 
— and grow to be poisonous weeds with maturity. 
My feelings were too devoted, too concentrative, too 
all-absorbing; to leave me happy, even when they 
seemed gratified. The man who has but*a single 
jewel in the world, is very apt to labour under a con- 
stant apprehension of its loss. He who knows but 
one object c^f attachment — whose heart’s devotion 
turns evermore but to one star of all the countless 
thousands in the heavens — wo is he, if tTiat star be 
shrouded from his gaze i« the sudden overflow of 
storms ; still more wo is he, when thSt star withdraws, 
or seems to withdraw its «orresponding gaze, or turns 
it elsewhere upon another worshipper. See you not 
the danger which threatened me? See you not that, 
never having been beloved before,i~never having 
loved but the ofie, — f loved that one \^ith all my heart, 
with all my.soul, with all my strength ; and required 
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from that one the equal love of hcarf, soul, strength? 
See you not that my love, — linked with impatient 
[p;nd, imperious blood, impetuous enthusiasm, and sus- 
picious fearj-^was a devotion, exacting as the grav6 — 
searching as fever — as jealous of the thing whose 
worship it dfemands, as God is said to be of ours? 
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Without apprehending the exTent of my own 
weakness, the forms that it would take, qj the 
tyrannies that it would inflict, 1 was still not totally 
uninformed on the subject of j)hy peculiar character; 
and, fearing then, rather that I might pain my wife 
by some of its wanton^emonstrations, than that she 
would even furnish me with an occasion for therm, 
I took an opportunity a few evenings after our mar- 
riage to suggest to her the necessity of regarding my 
outbreaks wij^ an indulgent eye. My heart had been 
singularly softened by the most touching associations. 
We sat together in our piazza, beneath a flood ^f the. 
richest and balmiest moonlight, screened only fronf 
its silvery blaze by interposing masses of the wood- 
bine, mingled wijh shoots of oleander, arbor vitse, and 
other shrub trees. The mild breath of "evening suf- 
iiccd only to lift quiveringly their green leaves and 
glowing blossoms, to stir the hair upon our checks, and 
give to the atmosphere that wooing freshness which 
seems so necessary a concowiitant of the moonlight. 
The hand of Julia was in mine. There were few 
words spoken between us ; love has its own sufficing 
language; and is content with that consciousness that 
all is right, which itnptofes no other assurances. Julia 
had just risen from the piano ; — we had both been 
touched with a ^deeper sense of the •thousand harmo- 

VOL. I. i6 • 
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nies in nature, by listening to those of Rossini ; and 
now, gazing upon some transparent, fleecy, white 
clouds that were slowly pressing forward in the path 
of tite moonlight, as' if in <l.uteous attendance upon 
some ma']d«n queen, our mutual minds were busied 
in framing, pictures from the fine, yet fantastic forms 
that glowed, gathering on our gaze. I felt the hand 
of Julia trembling in my own. Her head sank upon 
my jhoulder, I felt a warm drop fall from her eyes 
upon my ‘hand, and exclaimed — 

“Julia, you weep! wherefore do you weep, dear 
wife 

“ With joy, dear husband I My heart is full of joy. 
r am so happy I can only weep. Ah ! tears alone 
speak for the^true happiness.” 

“ Ah ! would it last, Julia — would it last.” 

“ Oh, doubt not that it will last. Why should it not? 
What have we to fear?” 

Mine was a serious nature. I answered sadly, if 
not gloomily. 

“Because it is a joy of life ihat we feel, and it must 
share the vicissitudes of life.” 

“Tvue, true, but love is a joy of eternal life as well 

of this.” 

There was a beautiful and consoling truth in this 
one little sentence which my self-absorption was too 
great, at the time, to suffer me to see. Perhaps even 
she, h^fself, was not fully conscious of the gloriou^s 
and pregnant truth which lay at the bottom of what 
she said. Lo^e is, indedd, not merely a joy of eternal 
life. It is the joy of eternal life! Its particular joy, 
— a dim shadow of which we sometimes feel in this, 
pure, lasting, comparatively perfect, the more it ap- 
proaches, ip its performances and its desires, the 
divine essence, of which it is'so poor a likeness. We 
should so live, so love, as to make the one run into 
the other, even ac a small river runs down, through a 
customary channel, into the great deeps of the sea. 
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Death should be #o the affections a mere channel 
through which they pass into a natural, a necessary 
condition, where their streams flow with more free- 
dom, Tind over which,*harmofiiously contpollij^, as"^ 
powerful, the spiritrf)f love broods ever^vilh “dove- 
like wings outspread.” 1 answered, still gloomily, in 
the cusfomary world commonplaces: 

“ We must expect the storm. It will not be moon- 
light always. We must look for the c*loud. «Age, 
sickness, death ! — Ah ! — do these not follow on our 
footsteps — ever unerrinj^ — certain always — but so 
often rapid. Soon, how soon, thf;y hiiunt us in the 
happiest moments — they meet us at ever}^ corner. 
They never altogether leave us.” 

“Enough, dear husband-^vvell n(ft upon ihese 
gloomy thoughts. Ah! why should you, — now?” 

“I will not; but the^o are others, Julia.” 

“ What others ? Evils ?” 

“ Sadder evils yet than these.” 

“Oh, no! I hope not.” 

“(-oldness of the once warm heart. The chill of 
aflection in the loved one. Estrangement — indiffe- 
rence ! — ah ! Julia !” 

“Impossible, Edward ! This cannot, must not be, 
with us. You do not think that I would be cold to 
you, — and you,_ — ah! surely you will •never cease to 
love me ^ 

“Never, I trust, never!” 

“No! you must not — shall not. Oh, Edward, let 
me die first before such a tbar shoul(tfill my breast. 
You I love, as none was lov^d before. Without your 
love lam nothing. ift cannot hang upon you, where 
can I hang?” 

And she clung to me with a grasp as if life and 
death depended dli ii^ while her sobs, as* from a full 
heart, were insuppressible in spite of alfher efforts. 
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<‘Fear nothing, dearest Julia, — do you not believe 
that I love you?” 

Ah ! if I did not, Edward !” 

“It is v/ith you always to riiakc me love you You 
are as completely the mistress of, my whole heart as 
if it had ’'acknowledged no laws but yours from the 
beginning/^ 

“ What am I to do, dear Edward?” 

“ l^orbeaf! be indulgent! pity r^e and spare me.” 

“What mean you, Edward?” 

“That heart which is all and only yours, Julia, is 
yet,— I am assured — a wilful and an erring heart! I 
feel that it is strange, wayward, sometimes unjust to 
others? frequently to itself. It is a cross-grained ca- 
pricious heart', you wiM find its exactions irksome.” 

“Oh, I know it better. You wrong yourself.” 

“No! In the solemn swectpess of this hour, dear 
Julia, — now, while all things are sweet to our eyes, — 
all things dear to our allections, — I feel a chill of 
doubt and apprehension come over me. I am so 
happy — so unusually happy — that I cannot feel sure 
that I am so, — that my happiness w'ill continue long. 
I will try, on my own pari, to do nothing by which 
to risk its loss. But I feel that I am too wilful, at 
times, to be strong in keeping a resolution which is so 
very necessary to our mutual happiness. You must 
help — you most strengthen me, Julia.”^ 

“ Oh,' yes I but how ? I will do any thing — be any 
thing.” 

“I am capricious, wayward; at limes, full of in- 
justice. Love me not lesg that I am so — that I some- 
times show this waywardness to you, — that 1 some- 
times do injustice to your love. Bear wdlh me till the 
dark mood passes fi’om my heart. I have these 
moods, or have had them frequently. It may be — I 
trust it will 6e — that, blessed with your love, and 
secure in its possession, there will be no room in my 
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heart for such ugly feelings. But I know not. They 
some?times take suprejne possession of fne. 'i hey 
seize upon me in aJl places. They wrap ftiy spirit as 
in a clcMid. I sit apart. I ^cowl upon ^lose around 
me. Tfeel moved to say bitter things — to shoot darts 
in defiance at every glance — to envenom every sen- 
tence which 1 spel^k. These are cruel moods. 4 have 
striven vainly to shake them off. They tiave growrf 
up with my growth. ^ Have shared in whatever 
strength I have, and, while theV embitter my own 
thoughts and happiness, I dread that they«.will fling 
their shadow upon yours.” 

She replied with gaiety, ^#ith playffilness, bqjt there 
was effort in it. 

“ Oh, you make the matter worse than it is. I sup- 
pose all that troubles you is the blues. But you ^ill 
never have them again. When I see them coming on 
I will sit bf you and sing to you. We will come out 
here and watch the evening ; or you shall read to me, 
or we will ramble in the garden, — or, — a thousand 
things which shall make you forget that tliere w^ 
ever such a thing in the world as sorrow.” 

“ Dear Julia, — will you do this?” 

“ More, — every thing to make y8u happy.” And 
she drew me closer in her embrace, afid her lips with 
a tremulous, almost convulsive sweetness, wfiffe pressed 
upon my forehead ; and clinsinfi: there, oh ! how 
sweetly did she weep ! 

“You will tire of my \vaywardness — ot my exac- 
tions. Ah ! I shall fprce you from my side by my 
caprice.” 

“ You cannot, Edward ; if you woul^,” she replied, 
in mournful accents hke my own, “ I Ijave no remedy 
against you !, I have nobody now to whom to turn. 
Have / not uriven all from my side — all but you?’’ 

It was my^ task to soothe her now. 

“ Nay, Jjjlia. be not you sorrowful. You must con- 
16* 
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tinue glad and blest, that you may conquer my sullen 
inoods^. my dark prcseiiliment|. When I tell you of 
the evils oPipy temper, I tell you of occasional clouds 
only. Hdayen forbid that they should give an en- 
during aspect to our heavens !” 

She responded fervently to my ejaculation. I con- 
tinued: 

“ I have tynly sought to prepare you for the manage- 
ment of my arbitrary nature, to keep you from suffer- 
ing loo much, afid sinking beneath its exactions. You 
will* bear,\vith me patiently. Forgive me for my evil 
hours. ' Wait till the storm has overblown; and find 
me ygur own, then, as piuch as before ; and let me 
feel that you are still mine, — that the tempest has not 
separated our little vessels.” 

V> Will I not ? Ah I do not fear for me, Edward. It 
is a happiness for me to weep here — here, in your 
arms. When you are sad and moody, I will come as 
now.” 

“ What if I repulse you ?” 

‘‘ Yoy^ will not — no, no ! — you will not.” 

‘ But if I do ? Suppose ” 

“ Ah ! it is hard to suppose that. But I wall not heed 
it. I will come again.” 

“And again?” 

“ And^d'gain !” 

“Then you will conqyer, Julia. I feel that you 
will conquer! You will drive out the devils. Surely, 
then, I shall be incorrigible no longer.” 

Such was mv conviction thep. I little knew my- 
self. 
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I little knew myself! This knowledge ojf ofieks 
self is the most important knowledge, which very Tbw 
of ns acquire. Wc seldom )Bok into 8ur own Jiearts 
for other objects than those which will administer to 
their petty vanities arpd passing triumphs. CoulcTwe 
only look there sometimes for the truth ! But we Are 
blind, — bliny all I In some respects I was one of the 
blindest ! 

1 have given a brief glimpse of our honeymoon. 
Perhaps, as the world goes, the picture is by no 
means an attractive one. Quiet felicity fornjs but^i 
small item in the sources of happiness, now-a-dafs, 
among young couples. Mine was sufficiently quiet 
and sufficiently humble. One woul^ suppose that he 
who builds so lowl^^ should have no reason to appre- 
hend the hurricane. Social ambition was Stearly no 
object with either of us. sighed neither for the 

glitter nor the regards of fashionabTb life. Neither 
upon fine houses, jewels, oi* equipages, did we set our 
hearts. For the pleasures of the table I had no pas- 
sion, and never was young woman so thoroughly re- 
gardless of display as Julia Clifford. To.be let alone — 
to be suffered to cscti|Te in our own wjy, unharming, 
unharmed, through the dim avenues of life, was as- 
suredly all that we asked from man. Perhaps — 1 say 
it without ca»t — this, p^rlAps, was all tha^t we possi- 
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bly asked from heaven. This was all that 1 asked, at 
-!o«3t,.and^lhis was miuch. K was asking what had 
never yeUbeen accorded to humanity. In the vain 
assumption of my heart, I thought that my/Jemands 
were moderate. 

Let’ no man console himself with the idea that his 
chances of success are multiplied in proportion to the 
insignificance, or seeming insignificance, of his aims. 
Perhaps the very reverse of this is the truth. He who 
seeks for many objects of enjoyment — whose tastes 
are, diversified, has probably the very best prospect 
th?t of them may be gratified. He is like the 

merchant wK7>se vent^jres on the sea are divided 
among many vessels. He may lose one or more, yet 
preserve the main bulk of his fortune from the wreck. 
But he who has only a single' bark — one freightage, 
however costly — whose whole estate is invested in the 
one venture — let him lose that, and all is test. It does 
not matter that his loss, speaking relatively, is but 
little. Suppose his shipment, in general estimation, to 
be of s^iall value. The loss to him is so much the 
greater. It was the dearer to him because of its in- 
significance, and being all that he had, is quite as con- 
clusive of his Rjin, as would be the foundering of 
every vessel which the rich merchant sent to sea. I 
was oner,or these petty traders. I invested my whole 
capital of the affections in one precious jewel. Did I 
lose it, or simply fear its loss ? Time must show. 
But, of a truth, I felt as the miser feels with his hoarded 
treasure. While I watched its richness and beauty, 
doubts and dread beset me. Was it safe? Every 
thing depended upon its security. Thieves might 
break in and steal. Enough, /b" the present, to say, 
that much of my security, and of the security of all 
who, like me, possjsss a dear treasure, depends upon 
our convictions of security. He who apprehends loss, 
is already lobbed. The reality is scarcely worse than 
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the hourly anlicijialion of it." My friends naturally 
becanae the visiters of my family. Certain of the late 
Mrs. Clifford’s friends were also ours. Our circle was 
sufficiently large for tlmsc wIiq already kijpw 
distinguish beiwccy th^ safe pleasures of a sm*all set^ 
and the Jiorse play and heart Igss enjoy meius*ofl'ashion- 
able jiWDs. Were we permitted in this tvorld to live 
only for ourselves, we should have been perfeclly gra- 
tified had this bee« even less. We shoflld have been 
very well content to have gone on frort^day to da}^ 
without ever beholding the shadow of a stranger upon 
our threshold. 

This was not permitted, however. We hl\j^ a 
round of congratulatory visits. y\mong flu^c ^vho 
came, the first were the old, lung-tried iViends to wdiom 
I owed so much — the Edg^rtons. No family could 
have been more truly amiable than this; and Wjjijam 
Edgerton was the most amiable of the family. Ihavc 
already said enough to persuade the reader that he 
was a ver}» worthy man. He was more. He was a 

E rincipled one. Not very highly endowed, perhaps, 
e was yefan intelligent gentleman. None could be 
more modest in expression — none less obtrusive in de- 
portment — none more generous in service. The jfb- 
fects in his character were organic — not moral. He 
had no vices — no vulgarities. But* his temperament 
was an inactive o^c. He w'as apt to be sluggish, and 
wdien excited w^as nervous. He w’as nut irritable, 
but easily discomposed. His tastes w^cre active at the 
expense of his genius. Wdh abilit};, he was yet un- 
performing. His standards w^erc morbidly fastidious. 
Fearing to fall below^ them, ne desisted until the mo- 
ment of action was p*assed for ever; and the feeling of 
his own weakness, in this respect, made him often sad, 
but, to do him never querulous. 

With a person so constituted, the? delicate tastes 
and sensibil aes are like to be int^ulged in a very high 
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degree. William Edgerton loved ^music and all the 
quiet arts. Painting was his particular delight. He 
himself sketched with great spirit. He had the happy 
the tout ensemble in fine landscapei He 
knew exacdy how much to take in and what to leave 
out, in the? delineation of a lovely scene. T^his is a 
happy talent for discrimination which the ordinary 
artist does not possess. It is the capacity, which, in the 
case of orators and poets informs them of the precise 
moment wl>en they should stop. It is the happiest 
sort of judgment, since, though the artist may be 
neither very excellent in dralving, nor very felicitous 
in colour, it enables him always to bestow a certain 
proprie^.y on his picture which compensates, to a cer- 
tain decree, for'inferiorit^^ in other respects. To know 
how to grasp objects with spirit, and bestow them 
within due regard to mutual dependence, is one of the 
most exquisite faculties of the landscape artist. 

William Edgerton, had he been forced by necessity 
to have made the art of painting his profeis^ion, would 
have made for himself a reputation of no inferior 
kind. But amateur art, like amateur literature, rarely 
produce? any admirable fruits. Complete success only 
affends \he devotee to the muse. The worship must 
be exclusive at her altar; the attendance constant 
and unremitting.^ There must be no partial ; no 
divided homage. She is a jealous mistress, like all 
the rest. -The lover of her charms, if he would secure 
her smiles, must be a professor at her shrine. He can- 
not come and gc.^at pleasure. She resents such im- 
pertinence by neglect. In plain terms, the fine arts 
must be made a business by those who desire their 
favour. Like law, divinity, physic, they constitute 
professions of their own; require the same diligent 
endeavour, close study, fond pursuit! - 

William Edgdrton loved painting, but his business 
was the law. He loved painting too muc?h to love his 
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profession. He gave too much of his time to the law 
to be a successful painter. He was nothing ! At the 
bar he never rose a step after the first day, when, to- 
gether, we appeared ir^our mutual maiden^aspT'tPWf 
contenting himself „witn the occasional e;c®cution of a 
landscape, sketchy and bold, but without' finish, he 
remairrtid in that nether-land of public consideration, 
unable to grasp the certainties of either, at which he 
nevertheless was ^constantly striving ; strivings how- 
ever, with that qualified degree of ef]brt,#which, if iti 
never could secure the prize, never could fatigue him 
much with the endeavoilr to do s». 

He was perfectly delighted when he tirst^saw s«>me 
of the sketches of my wife. He had none %f ihat 
little jealousy which so freqyntly impairs the temper 
and the worth of amateurs. Tie could admire udthout 
prejudice, and prais^ without reserve. He prj^ieed 
them. He evidently admired them. He sought ev^ry 
occasion to see them, and omitted none in which to 
declare his^opinion of their merits. This in the first 
pleasant season of my marriage, — wdien the leaves 
were yet g?cen and fresh upon the tree of love, — was 
grateful to my feelings. I felt happy to discover that 
rny judgment had not erred in the selectiorf of my 
wife. 1 stimulated her industry that I might listen to 
my friend’s eulogy. I suggested nubjects for her 
pencil. I fitted up^n apartment especinlly as a studio 
for her use. I bought her some fine studies, figures, 
heads in marble and plaster ;^and lavished, in this way, 
the small surplus fund whidi had heretofore accrued 
from my professional industry, and that personal fru- 
gality with which it w^as accompanied. 

William Edgerton was for ever at our house. He 
brought his own pictures for the inspection of my 
wife. He sometiiwesk jointed in her studio. He devised 
rural and aquatic parties with sole reftrence to land- 
scape scener/ and delineation: and indifferent to the 
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law always, he now abandoned Irimself almost en- 
tirely to those tastes which seemed to have acquired 
of a sudden, the strangest and the strongest impulse. 
i*£l this,-r»-at least for' a con^derable space of time, 
I saw n(Tll?ing very remarkable. I knew his tastes 
previously! , 1 had seen how little disposed »he was 
to grapple earnestly with the duties of his profession ; 
and did not conceive it surprising, that, with family 
resou^’ces sufficient to yield him f/ecuniary indepen- 
"dence, he should surrender himself up to the luxurious 
influence of tastes which were equally lovely in them- 
selves, and natural 'to the first desires of his mind. 
But* when for days he was missed from his olTice, — 
when 'Ihe very hours of morning which are most 
religiously devtMed by dye profession to its ostensible 
if not earnest pursuit, were yielded up to the easel, 
ancNwhen overlooking the boundaries which, accord- 
ing^ to conventional usage, made such a course im- 
proper, he passed many of these mornings at my 
house, during my absence, J began to crflertain feel- 
ings of disquietude. For these 1 had then no name. 
The feelings were vague and indefinable, but not the 
Ipss unpleasant. I did not fancy for a moment that 
I 'was wronged, or likely to be wronged, bat 1 felt 
that he was doing wrong. Then, too, I had my mis- 
givings of what the world would think ! I did not 
fancy that he had any design to wrong me ; but there 
seemed fJ me a cruel want of consideration in his 
conduct. But what ar^noyed me most was, that 
Julia should receive him" at such periods. He was 
thoughtless, enthusiastic in art, and thoughtless, per- 
haps, in consequence of his enthusiasm. But I ex- 
pected that she should think for both of us in such 
a case. Women, alone, can be the true guardians of 
appearances where they thems««K es are concerned ; 
and it was matter of painful surprise to me that she 
should not have asked herself the question, “ What 
will the neighbours think, during my husband^s ab- 
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sence, to see a llranger, a young man, coming to 
visit me with periodical regularity, morning after 
morning 

Tha> she did not asfc nerseii ihis questJtn !fefioul(J 
have been a very strong argument to show me that 
her tho^hts were all innocent. But thore is a ter- 
rible truth in what Cscsar said of his wife’s reputation, 
“ She must be free from suspicion.” She must not only 
do nothing wrong, but she must not suffer or cffi any 
thing which might incur the suspicion of wrongdoing. 
There is nothing half so.scnsiblc to the breath of ca- 
lumny, as female reputation, particuhirly in regions 
of high civilization, where women are rai^d^to*an 
artificial rank of respect, which obviates, in most part, 
the obligations of their depenaence upon man, lM:it in- 
creases, in due proportion, some of their responsibilities 
to him. Poor Julia hud no circumspection, bectfusc 
she had no feeling of evil. I believe she was pumy 
itself; I equally believe that William Edgerton was 
quite incapable of evil design. But when 1 came from 
my office, tl^ first morning that he had thus passed 
at my house in my absence, and she told me that he 
had been there, and how tlie time had been S|ient, ¥ 
felt a pang, like a sharp arrow, suddenly rush into ’ 
my brain. Julia had no reserve in^telling me this 
fact. It was zh subject she seemed plqpsed to dwell 
upon. She narrated with the earnest, unseejng spirit 
of a self-satisfied child, the sort of conversation which 
had taken place between thpfn, — praised Edgerton’s 
taste, his delicacy, his subdued, persuasive manners, 
and showed herself as utterly unsophisticated as any 
Swiss mountain girl who voluntarily yields the tra- 
veller a kiss, and tells her mother of it afterward. I 
listened with chilled manners, and a troubled mind. 

“ You are unwelf, *Edward,” she remarked ten- 
derly, approaching and throwing her arms around 
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my neck, as she perceived the gri^dual gathering of 
that cloud upon my brou's. 

< it‘ Uiink so, Julia V* 

“ On, you look so sad, — Hinost severe, FJvvard, 
and your wffrds are so few and cold. Have 1 oliended 
you, dear Fdward V* 

I was confused at this direct question. 1 Melt an- 
noyed, ashamed. I pleaded headach in justification 
^jOf m5^ manner, — it did ache, and '"my heart, too, but 
not with the ordinary pang ; and I felt a warm blush 
suffuse my cheek, as 1 yielded to the first suggestion 
which prompted me to deceive my wife. 

A Ifirge leading step was thus taken, and progress 
was easy afterward. Oh ! sweet spirit of confidence, 
thou only true saint, more needful than all, to bind 
tfjg^ ties of kindred and affection ! why art thou so 
proVnpt to fly at the approach of thy cold, dark enemy, 
ditstrust ? Why dost thou yield the field with so little 
struggle ? Why, when the things, dearest to thee 
of all in the world’s gift, — its most valued treasure, 
its purest sweet and proudest trophies,— why, when 
these are the stake which is to reward thy courage, 
"thy adherence, to compensate thee for trial, to console 
■'tfiee for loss and outrage, — why is it that thou art so 
ready to despoqd of the cause so dear to thee, and 
forfeit the conquest by which alone thy whole exist- 
ence is made sweet. This is the^'very suicide of self. 
Fearful of loss, we forsake the prize, which we have 
won; and hearkening to the counsel of a natural 
enemy, eat of that bitter fruit which banishes for ever 
from our lips the sweet savour which we knew be- 
fore, and without which, no i savour that is left is 
sweet ! 
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If I felt so deeply annoyed at lh*e fifst morning visit 
which William Edgerton paid to my vvirc,nv[jpt was 
my annoyance when these visits becarne habilualT I 
was miserable but could not complain. I was ashamed 
of the language of complaint on such a subject. Thpre 
is something very ridiculous in the idea of a jemous 
husband — it has always provoked the laughter of •the 
wmrld ; and I was one of those men who shrunk from 
ridicule wdtfi a more than mortal dread. Besides, I 
really felt np alarm. I had the utmost confidence in 
my wife^s virtue. I had not the less confidence in that 
of Edgerton. But I was jealous of her defejencc- 
of her regard — for another. She was, in my eye, ay 
something sacred, set apart — a treasure exclusively my 
own ! Should it be that another should come to divide 
her veneration with me? I was vexed that she should 
derive satisfaction from another source than myself. 
This satisfaction she derived*from the visits of Edger- 
ton. She freely avowed it. 

“ How amiable, — how pheasant he is,” she would 
say, in the perfect ienocence of her heart; “and 
really, Edward, he has so much talent!” 

These praises annoyed me. They were as so much 
wormwood to my sfifit. It must be reinembered that 
I was not myself what the world calls an amiable 
man. I doubt if any, even of my*best friends, would 
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describe me as a pleasant one. I was a man of too 
direct and earnest a temperannent to establish a claim, 
in reasonable degree, to either of these charac- 
teristics. '1 ‘was, accordinglvfi something blunt^in my 
address — th® tones of my voice were loud — my man- 
ner was all .fmpressemeni, except when I was actually 
angry,- and then it was cold, hard, dry, inflexible. I 
was the iast person in the world to pass for an 
amiable. Now, Julia, on the other hand, was quiet, 
subdued, timorous, — the tones of a strong, decided 
voice startled her — she shrunk from controversy — 
yielded always with a happy grace in anticipation of 
the conflict, and showed, in all respects, that nice, 
almost nervous organization which attaches the value 
of priraciples and morals to mere manners, and would 
be as much shocked, perhaps, at the expression of a 
ru^6ftess, as at the commission of a sin. Not that 
suGih persons would hold a sin to be less criminal or 
innocuous than would we ourselves; but that they 
regard mere conduct as of so much more importance. 
When, therefore, she praised William Edgerton for 
those qualities which I well knew I did not possess, I 
oauld fiot resist the annoyance. My self-esteem — 
'Continually active — stimulated as it had been by the 
constant moral strife, to which it had been subjected 
from boyhood— was continually apprqliending dispa- 
ragement. Of the purity of Julia's heart, and the 
chastity of her conduct, the very freedom of her'^ 
utterance w^as conclusive. Had she felt one single im- 
proper emotion'' towards William Edgerton, her lips 
would never have voluntarily uttered his name, and 
never in the language of applause. On this head I had 
not then the slightest apprehension. It was not jealousy 
so much as egotsme that was preying upon me. What- 
ever it was, however, it could ^lot be repressed as I 
listened to the eulogistic language of, my wife. I 
strove, but could not subdue, altogether, the evil spirit 
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which was fast Becoming predominant within me. 
Yet, though speaking under its immediate influence, J 
was very far from betraying its true nature. My 
e^oi5;?2^had not yet mfide such advances" as no De^- 
come reckless and /ncautious. I surpriseflibcr by my 
answer N) her eulogies. 

“ J have no doubt he is amiable, — he is amiable, — 
but that is not enough for a man. He musl be some- 
thing more than amiable, if he would escape tBe im- 
putation of being feeble — something morelf he would* 
be any thing!” 

Julia looked at me with eyes orprrffound and dUsi' 
ting astonishment. Having got thus far, it wag easy 
to advance. The first step is half the journey in*all 
such cases, 

‘‘ William Edgerton is a little too amiable, pCrhims, 
for his own good. lt#makes him listless and w^fui- 
less. He will do nothing at pictures, wasting his tiine 
only when he should be at his business.” 

“But did*! not understand you, Edward, that he 
was a man yf fortune, and independent of his profes- 
sion ?” she answered timidly. 

“Even that will not justify a man in becopiing 
trifler. No man should waste his time in painting, 
unless he makes a trade of it.” 

“But his leisure, Edward,” suggested Julia, with a 
look of increasing ftmidity. 

“ His leisure, indeed, Julia; — but he has been here 
all day, — day after day. If pointing is such a passion 
with him, let him abandon law and lalLe to it. But he 
should not pursue one art^w^hile professing another. 
It is as if a man hankered after that which he yet 
lacked the courage to challenge and pursue openly.” 

“ I don’t think you love pictures as you used to, 
Edward,” she rcrnarli^d to me, after little interval 
passed in unuspal silence. 

“ Perhans it is. because I have? matters of more 

17* 



198 


CONFESSION, 


consequence to attend to. You sefem sufficiently de- 
voted to them now to excuse my indifference.” 

“S urely, dear Edward, something I have done 
vexes^^yod. ^ Tell me, husband. Do not spave me. 
Say, in \ylia4: have I offended - 

1 had not the courage to be ingenuous. ^!Ah ! if I 
had ! , 

“Nay, yon have not offended,” I answered hastily, 
— “ Y am only worried with sffme unmanageable 
'thoughts. '^The law, you know, is full of provoking, 
exciting, irritating necessities.” 

c-She looked at me with a kind but searching glance. 
My soul^seemed to shrink from that scrutiny. My 
ey^s sunk beneath her gaze. 

“Lwish I Knew hoW to console you, Edward : to 
make 'you entirely happy. I pray for it, Edward. I 
tfiblsjght we were always to be so happy. Did you not 
promise me that you would always leave your cares 
at your office — that our cottage should be sacred to 
love and peace only 

She put her arms about my neck, and looked into 
my face with such a sweet, strange, persuasive smile 
half ^ mirth, half sadness — that the evil spirit was 
stibdued within me. I clasped her fervently in my 
embrace, with all my old feelings of confidence and 
joy renewed. At this moment the servant announced 
Mr. Edgerton, and with a stact, — a movement — 
scarceiy^as gentle as it should have been, I put tht=' 
fpnd and still dearly beloved woman from my em- 
brace ! 
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From this lime my inteyrcourse with William Edger- 
lon was, on my part, one of the most^painful ancLdif- 
ficult constraint. I had nothing to reproach«liitg with ; 
no grounds whatever for quarrel ; and could noT, in 
his case — regarding the lon^ inlimac^y which.I had 
maintained with himself and father, and the obligations 
which were due from^me to both — adopt such aiflmn- 
ner of reserve and distance as to produce the reeult 
of indifierence and estrangement, which I now anx- 
iously desired. I was still compelled to meet him ; 
meet him, tyo, with an affectation of good feeling and 
good humour, which I soon found it, of all things in 
the world, the most difficult even to pretend; How 
much should 1 have given could he only have provokech 
me to anger on any ground — would he have given 
me an occasiop for difference of any sort or to any 
degree — any thingAvhich could have justified a mutual 
^falling off from the old intimacy ! But WilliaRi Edger- 
ton was meekness and kindn«ss itself. His confidence 
in me was of the most unob*servant, sfispicionless cha- 
racter. Either that, or I succeeded better than I 
thought in the effort tp maintain the external aspects 
of old friendship. He saw nothing of change in my 
deportment. He seemed not to see it at least ; and 
came as usual, olr fficfre frequently lhrq;i usual, to my 
house, until, aj length, the studio of my wife was quite 
as much his as hers — nay, more ,^for after a brief 
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space, whether it was that Julia .^aw what troubled 
me, or felt, herself, the imprudence of Edgerton’s con- 
di j c f. she almost entirely surrendered it to him. ^he 
was n()t nbw so often to be sc^sn in it. 

This prd'etieding alarmed me. I dreaded lest my 
secret shouh-t be discovered. I was shocked^^lest my 
wife should suppose me jealous. The feeling is one 
which carries with it a sufficiently severe commentary, 
in the fact that most men are heartily asliamed to be 
'thought to suffer from it. But, if it vexed me to think 
that she should know or suspect the truth, how rvmch 
was I troubled lest it shoidd be seen or suspected 
by bth^ers.^ This fear led to new circumspection. I 
now affected levities of demeanour and remark — stu- 
diously absented myseff from home of an evening, 
leaving* my wife with Edgerton, or any other friend 
wf^^Hiiappened to be present ; aoid, though I begun no 
practices of profligacy, such as are common to young 
scapegraces in all times, I yet, to some moderate 
extent, affected them. 

A tone of sadness now marked the features of my 
wife. There was an expression of anxiety in her 
CQUTiterjhncc, which, amidst all her previous sufferings, 
Ibad never seen there before. She did not complain, 
but sometimes, when we sat alone together, I reading, 
perhaps, and she sewing, she would drop her work in 
lier lap, and sigh suddenly and detply, as if the first 
shadows^bf the up-gathering gloom were beginning 
to cloud her young and kinocent spirit, and force her 
apprehensions into utterance. This did not escape 
me, but I read its signification, as witches are said to 
read the Bible, backwards. A gloomier fancy filled 
my brain as I heard her unconscious sigh. 

“ It is the language of regret. She laments our 
marriage. She could have foind another, surely, 
who could have made her happier. Perhaps, had 
Edgerton and herself known each other intimately 
before 
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Dark, perverse imagining. It crushed me. I felt, 
I cannot tell, what bitierness. Let no one suppose 
tfiat 1 endured less misery than I inflicted. The 
miseries^ of the dainnejl could not hav^ ^xoeftded 
mine, in some of the moments, when 4flgse crueF 
conjectu?^?s filled my mind.* Then followed some 
such proofs as these of tlie presence of tlie Evil One. 

You sigh, Julia. You are unhappy.”* 

‘‘Unhappy — no! tlear Edward, not unhappy! 
makes you think so 'f” 

“ What makes you siglj then?” 

“ I do not know, 1 am certdinly* not unhapcij^ 
Did I sigh, Edward ?” 

“ Yes, and seemingly from the very bottom of y^Tur 
licart. I fear, Julia, that you ^re not ftappy ! *Nay, 
lam sure you are not ! 1 feel that I am not thfl man 

to make you happy, lam a perverse — ” 

“ Nay, Edward, now you speak so strangely, suaa 
your brow is stern, and your tones tremble ! What 
can it be alTlitts you ? You are angry at something, 
dear Edward. Surely, it cannot be with me.” 

“And if it were, Julia, I am afraid it would give 
you little concern.” 

“ Now, Edward, you are cruel. You do me wrong. 
You do yourself wrong. Why should you suppose 
that it would gi^e me little concern to*see you angry? 
So far from this, Iishould regard it as the greatest 
iiiisery which I had to suffer. Do not spbak so, 
dearest Edward, — do not fanoy such things. Believe 
me, my husband, when I telUyou that I know nothing 
half so dear to me as your l<ive ; nothing that I would 
not sacrifice with a pleasure, to secure, to preserve 
that !” 

“Ah ! would you give up painting?” 

“ Painting ! that^wfirft a small sacrifice ! I worked 
at it only becagse you used to like it.” 

“ What, you think I do not like ifrnow^?” 
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“ I know you do not.” 

“ But you paint still ?” 

^“No! I have not handled brush or pencil for a 

wceK% Mn Edgertoh was ri{proaclung me only yes- 
terday for My neglect.” 

“Ah, indeed ! Well; you promised him K> resume, 
— did, you not? He is a rare persuader ! He is so 
amia«ble, §o /nild — you could not well resist.” 

It •was from her face that I forfticd a rational con- 
jecture of^he expression that must have ap[)eared in 
mine. Her eyes dilated w^th a look of timid wonder, 
unmixed with Apprehension. She actually shrunk 
hdck a space ; then, approaching, laid her hand upon 
my wrist, as she exclaimed — 

“ God of heaven, Edward, what strange thought 
is in your bosom ? What is the meaning of that look ? 
not so again, if you woF.ld not kill me.” 
averted my face from hers, but without speaking. 
She threw her arms around my neck. 

“Do not turn away from me, Edward. Do not, 
do not, I entreat you ! You must not— no ! not till 
you tell me what is troubling you — not till I soothe 
you, aijid make you love me again as much as you did 
at first.” 

When I turned to her again, the tears, hot, scalding 
tears, were already streaming down pay cheeks. 

“Julia, Go*d knows I love y(»u ! Never woman 
yet waS^more devotedly loved by man! I love yo'ij 
too much, — too deepl}^ — too entirely I Alas 1 I love 
nothing else !”* 

“Say not that you love me too much — that cannot 
be! Do I not love you, you only, you altogether? 
Should I not have your whole love in return !” 

“ Ah, Julia ! but my love is a convulsive eagerness 
of soul — a pension that knowsVib limit ! It is not that 
my heart is entirely yours. It is that^it is yours with 
a frenzied desperation. There is a fanaticism in love 
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as in religion. My love is that fanaticism. It burns 
— it commands, where yours would but soothe and 
solicii.’’ 

‘‘But.^is mine the lesi true — the less vaTuaMe for 
this, deaf Edward 

“ No ! ^;ierhaps not! It mdy be even #more true, 
more valuable I it may be only less irjtense# But 
fanaticism, you know, is exacting — nolhijng'moiw so. 
It permits no half passion — no moderate zeal. It 
insists upon devotion like its own ; ah, Jjtlia ! could 
you but love as I do.” 

“ 1 love you all, Edward, all that I^an, and 
belongs to my nature to love. But I am 9 wgmSn, 
and a timid one, you know^ I am not capable of tRat 
wild passion which you feel. *Were I* to indulge it, 
it would most certainly destroy me. Even as it^’ome;* 
times appears in you, »it terrifies and unnerv:^s/me. 
You are so impetuous I” 

“ Ah I you would have only the meek, the amiable I” 

And thus, with an implied sarcasm, our conversa- 
tion ended, ^^ulia turned on me a look of im-ploring, 
which was naturally one of reproach. It did not have 
its proper influence upon me. I seized my hjt ancK 
hurried from the house. I rushed, rather than walkeJ 
through the streets; and, before I knew where I was, 
I found myself ^n the banks of the river, under the 
shade of trees, with^the soft evening breeze blowing 
tSpon me, and the placid moon sailing quietly above. 
I threw myself down upon the grass, and delivered 
myself up to gloomy thouglits. Here was I then, 
scarce twenty-flve years old*; young, vigorous ; with 
a probable chance of fortune before me; a young and 
lovely wife, the very creature of my first and only 
choice, one whom I tenderly loved, whom, if to seek 
again, I should agSin? tfnd again, and orjy, seek ! yet 
I was miserably ; miserable in the very possession of 
my first hopes, my best joys — the ^ry treasure that 
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had always seemed the dearest in my sight. Mise- 
rable blind heart ! miserable indeed ! For what was 
there to make me miserable? Absolutely nothing; 
nothing that the outer world a>ou!d give — nothing that 
it could eVtjr take away. But what fool is it that 
fancies the^-e must be a reason for one’s wretched- 
ness? ' The reason is in our own hearts; in the per- 
verseness which can make of its own heaven a hell ! 
not often fashion a heaven out of hell ! 

Brooding, I lay upon the sward, meditating unut- 
terable things, and as far as -ever from any conclusion. 
^ one thing, hlone I was satisfied : that I was un- 
utterabl/^miserable ; that my destiny was written in 
sable; that I was a man foredoomed to wo ! Were 
my speculations strange or unnatural? Unnatural 
indeed ! There is a class of surface-skimming per- 
sonS^ wJio pronounce all things- unnatural which, to a 
cOol, unprovoked, and perhaps unprovokable mind, 
appear unreasonable; as if a vexed nature and ex- 
acting passions were not the most unreasonable, yet 
most natural, of all moral agents. My woes may 
have been groundless, but it was surely not unnatural 
K’hat Ufelt and entertained them. 

Thus, with bitter mood, growing more bitter with 
every moment of its unrestrained indulgence, I gloomed 
in lonelin'ess beside the banks of that silvery and 
smooth ^flowing river. Certainly; the natural world 
around *me lent no colour to my fancies. While a‘li 
was dark within, all bright without. A fiend was 
tugging at my heart, while from a little white’eottage, 
a few hundred yards beSow, which grew flush with 
the margin of the stream, there stole forth the tender 
tinkling strains of a guitar, probably touched by fair 
fingers of a fair maiden, with some enamoured boy, 
blind and doting, hovering Feside her. I, too, had 
stood thus and hearkened thus, and where am I — 
what am I ! 
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I started to my#feet. I found something offensive 
in the music. It came linked with a song which I 
had heard Julia sing a hundred times ; and when I 
thought of those hours -of conffdence, an^ felt ipifyself 
where It was, along — and how lone ! — Uklerer thafi 
ever weirc the wayward pangs which were oreving 
upon the Jendcrest fibres of my heart. 

In the next moment i ceased to be atose. J was 
met and jostled by^another person as I "bounded for- 
ward, much too rapidly, in an effort to Iwjry mysell^ 
in the deeper shadow of some neighbouring trees. 
The stranger was nearly ‘overthrown jn the collisiou^ 
which extorted a hasty exclamation from hj^ lips, not 
unminglcd with a famous oath or two. In thd^vdice 
I recognised that of m}^ friend, Kingsley — the^ well 
known pseudo-Kentucky gentleman, who had^acted 
a part so important in extricating my wife fror^h^ 
mother’s custody. I made myself known to*him^in 
apologizing for my rudeness. 

“ You here !” said he ; “ I did not expect to meet 
you. I have just been to your house, w^here,! found 
your wife, ai!d where I intended to stop awhile and 
wait for you. But Bill Edgerton, in the meaawhile, 
popped in, and after that I could hear nothing Ifut pic« 
tures and paintings, Madonnas, Ecce Homos, and the 
like; till I began to fancy that I smtjlt nothing but 
paint and varnfsh. ^So I popped out, With a pretty 
bjunt excuse, leaving the two amateurs to twlk in oil 
and water-colours, and settle jhe principles of art as 
they please. Like you, I fanc^ a real landscape, here, 
by the water, and under the green trees, in preference 
to a thousand of their painted pictures.” 

It may be supposed that my mood underwent pre- 
cious little improvement after this communication. 
Dark conceits, dackc^rtthan ever, came across my 
mind. I longed to get away, and return*to that home 
from which I Tiad banished confidence ! — ah ! only 
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too happy, if there still lingered hopeo ! But my friend^ 
blunt, good-humoured, and thoughtless creature as he 
was, took for granted that I had come to look at the 
landscape; to admire water yjews by moonlight, and 
drink fresh'^’dranghts of sea-breeze Jrom the so ithwest ; 
and thruslic\g his arm tlirough mine, he drj^gged me 
on, dawn, almost to the threshold of the cottage, 
wherv»e siill issued the tinkle, tinkle, of the guitar 
which had first driven me away. 

“That ^irl sings well. Do you know her? Miss 
Davison ? She’s soon to be married, they say — 
— n * they say' however — the greatest scandal- 
monger, if not mischief-maker and liar in the world) 
shd i^ soon to be married to young Trescott, — a 
clever lad whb sniffles, plays on the flute, wears whis- 
ker alfd imperial on the most cream-(‘<oloured and 
etfei 5 !y^ate face you ever saw ! A good fellow, never- 
theless, but a silly 1 She is a good fellow, too, rather 
the cleverest of the twain, and perhaps the oldest. 
The match, if match it really is to be, none of the 
wisest for that very reason. The damsel, now-a-days, 
who marries a lad younger than herself is laying up a 
<iargc 'rftock of pother, which is to bother her when 
she becomes thirty — for even young ladies, you knows 
after forty, may become thirty. A sort of dispensa- 
tion of nature. She sings well, nevertheless.” 

I said something — it matters not what. Dark images 
of homd’Were in my eyes. I heard no song — saw nr 
landscape. Tlic voice /)f Kingsley was a sort of buz- 
zing in my ears. 

“ You are dull to-night,fbut that song ought to soothe 
you. What a cheery, light-hejirted wench it is! Her 
voice does seem so to rise in air, shaking its wings, 
and crying tira-la ! tira-la ! with an enthusiasm which 
is catching! ^ I almost feel piompted to kick up my 
heels — throw a summerset, and while^turning on my 
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axis, give her an cfiho of tira-la ! tira-la ! tira-la ! after 
her own fashion.” 

“ You are certainly a happy, mad fellow, Kingsley !” 
was my faint, clieerlesi commentary upo« H of 

heart \41iich 1 coidd not share, and ijnreservdH 
expresif (^1 of which, at that Tnoment, on|^ vexed me. 

“ And you no glad one, Clifford. That song, which 
ahnost prompts me to dance, makes no ynpressiwi on 
you! By the wa^, your wife used to sing scf well, 

and now I never hear her. That d cf painting, if 

you don’t mind, will m^^ke her give up every thing 
else ! As for Bill Edgcrton, he* caft'es for notiieg 
else, but his varnish, trees, and umber •hills, find 
streaky water. You shouldn’t let him fill your wTfc’s 
mind with this oil and varnish spirit—giving yp the 
piano, the guitar, and that sweeter instrument ffianall, 
her own voice. 1) — ^-n the paintings 1 — his l^gy talk 
on the subject, almost makes me sick of every thing 
like a picture. I now look upon a beautiful landscape 
like this, as h thing that is shortly to be desecrated — 
taken in vain — scratched out of shape and proportion 
upon a deal Aboard, and coloured after such a fashion 
as never before was seen in the natural worljf, upowf 

or under, or about this solid earth. D n the pic-^ 

tures, I say again ; — but for God’s sake, Clifford, don’t 
let your wife give up the music! Make her play, 
even if she don’t like it. She likes the* painting best, 
but I wouldn’t allow it! A wife is a sortTfT person 
that we set U) do those thing* that we wish done and 
can’t do for ourselves. That’s my*definition of a 
wife. Now, if 1 were in ymr place, with my present 
love for music and dislike of pictures, I’d put her at 
the piano, and put the paint saucers, and the oil, and 
the smutted canvas, out of the window, and then, — 
unless he came t5 hfs*senses like othej^ people, — I’d 
thrust Bill Edgerton out after them ! I’d never let the 
best friend in the world spoil my wife !” 
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The effect of this random twittle of my good- 
natured friend, upon my mind, may well be imagined. 
It was fortunate that he was quite too much occupied 
in wfi9t he ^vas saying, to note my annoyance. In 
vain, anxioufe to be let off*, was I restrained in u^erance, 
— cold, unpHable. The good fellow took fo? "granted 
that it was an act of friendship to try to amuse; and 
thus^T^arning with a nameless discontent and appre- 
,hensi6n to get home, I was marched to and fro along 
the river bank, from one scene to another, — he, mean- 
while, utterly heedless of lime, and as actively bent 

jperpetual motion as if his sinews were of steel, and 
his fle,«h ikon. Meanwhile, tl)e guitar ceased, and the 
song in the cottage of Miss Davison ; the lights went out 
in that and alTlhe other dwellings in sight ; the moon 
M^anecf? and it was not till the clock from a distant 
steejlte^ tolled out the hour of eleven, with startling 
solemnity, that Kingsley exclaimed — 

“ Well, man ami, we have had a ramble, and I trust, 
I have somew’hat dissipated your gloomy fit. And 
now to bed — what say you — with what appetite we 
may 

WitH what appetite, indeed! We separated. I 
rushed homeward, the moment he was out of sight — 
once more stoocj before my own dwelling ; there the 
lights remainqd unextinguished, and William Edger- 
ton was ^jdl a tenant of my parlobt ! 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


I HAD not the courage to enter* m}* own dwelling 
My heart sank within me. It was as if4he whole 
hope of a long life, an intense desire, a keen uftrdTnit- 
ting pursuit, had suddenly bc(?n for evt?r baffled# Let 
no one who has not been in my situation ; \f1io has 
not been governed by Jike moral and social i nflue nces 
from the beginning; who knows not my sensibilities, 
and the organization — singular and strange it may be 
— of my mfhd and body; let no such person jump to 
the conclusion that there was any thing unnatural in 
the wild pa'^sion which possessed me. I look back 
upon it with some surprise myself. The fears whioii 
I felt, the sufferings I endured, however unreasonable, 
were yet true to my training. That training made 
me selfish, how selfish let my blindness show ! In the 
blindness of self I i^ould see nothing Kut the thing I 
Jeared, the one phantom — phantom thought were — 
which was su/Iicicnt to quelLand crush all the better 
part of man within me, banish all tl!e real blessings 
which were at command rw'ound me. I gave but a 
single second glance thj^ough the windows of my habita- 
tion, and then darted desperately away from the en- 
trance! I bounded, without aconsciousness, through the 
now still and dreaVy streets, and found rpyself, without 
intending it, once more beside the river, whose constant 
melancholy cnidings, seemed the echoes — though in 
• 18 ^ 
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the faintest possible degree — of thfe deep channel of 
some apprehensive sorrow then rolling through all the 
chamljers of my soul. 

Whdt wW it that I feared^ What was it that I 
sought? Was it love? Can it be that thcfstrange 
passion whic^i we call by this name, was theT source 
of that sad frenzy which filled and afflicted my heart? 
And^as f not successful in my love? Had I not 
found ^he sought? Won the withheld? What was 
denied to me that I desired? I asked of myself these 
questions. I asked them in v^ain. I could not answer 
I believe* that I can answer now\ It was sin- 
cerUy,. eafnestness, devotion from her, all speaking 
through an intensity like that which I felt within my 
own soul. 

,Now/ Julia lacked this earnestness, this intensity, 
AcciM^^ed to submission, her manner was habitually 
subdued. Her strongest utterance was a tear, and 
that was most frequently hidden. tShe did not respond 
to me in the language in which my affections were 
wont to ^peak. Sincerity she did not lack — far from 
it — she was truth itself! It is the keener pang to my 
6pnscidpce now, that I am compelled to admit this 
’’conviction. Her modes of utterance were not less 
true than mine. They were not less significant of 
truth; but they were after a different Tashion. In a 
moment pf calm and reason, I niight have believed 
this truth ; nay, I knew it, even at these moments 
when I was most unjust. It was not the truth that I 
required so much as the presence of an attachment 
which could equal mine In its degree and strength. 
This was not in her nature. She was one taught to 
subdue her nature, to repress the tendencies of her 
heart, to submit in silence and in meekness. She had 
invariably dore so until the insane urgency of her 
mother made her desperate. But for this desperation 
she had still submitted, perhaps, had never been my 
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wife. In the ferment intensity of my own love, I fan- 
cied, from the beginning, that there was something too 
temperate in the tone of hers. , Were I to beex^ined 
now, on this point, I stiould say that hdt deportment 
was onfe which declared the nicest union of sensibility 
and n/aklenly propriety, fiut, compared with mine, 
her passions were feeble, frigid. Mincvw^ere' equally 
intense and exacting. Perhaps, had* she d'Wlh re- 
sponded to my impetuosity with a like feiyor, Pshoujd 
have recoiled from her with a feeling of disgust mucm 
more rapid and much raore legitimate, than was that 
of my present frenzy. 

Frenzy it was ! and it led me to the performance of 
those things of which 1 sh^me to sjpeak. But the 
truth, and its honest utterance now, must b^*one of 
those forms of atonement with which I may hope, 
perhaps vainly, to lessen, in the sight of hea^iai^some 
of my human offences. I had scarcely reached* the 
water-side |)efore a new impulse drove me back. 
You will scarcely believe me when I tell you that I 
descended io the base character of the spy lipon my 
household. The blush is red on my cheek while I 
record the shameful error. I entered the garden, stoj^ 
like a felon to the lattice of the apartment in which 
my wife sat with her guest, and looked in with a 
greedy fear, upon the features of the tjvo ! 

What were my ^wn features then ? Wjjj^t the ex- 
pression of my eyes ? It was well that I could not 
see them ; I felt that they mii%t be frightful. But what 
did I expect to see in this espionage? As I live, hon- 
estly now, and with what •degree of honesty I then 
possessed, I may trulj^ declare that, when I thought 
upon the subject at all, I had no more suspicion that 
my wife would be ^juijty of any gross crime, than I 
had of the guilt of th*e Deity himself. » Far from it. 
Such a fancy^never troubled me. But, what was it 
to me, loving as I did, exclusive, and selfish, and ex 
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acting as I was — what was it to if, forbearing all 
prostitution of her body, she yet regarded another with 
eyes of idolatry — if her mind was yielded up to him 
in defeVsne^" and regard ; and thoughts, disparaging 
to me, filled^her brain with his superior wort^, man- 
ners, merits He had tastes, perhaps talents, ^ which 
1 Ijad not. In the forum, in all the more energetic, 
more^ffi posing performances of life, William Edger- 
t^)n, I ^Knew^ could take no rank iri competition with 
myself. But I was no ladies’ man. I had no arts of 
society. My manners wcre,Oven rude. My address 
<t'as direct almo'st to bluntness. I had no discrimina- 
ting^ gt^ac^s, and could make no sacrifice, in that 
school of polish, where the delicacy is too apt to 
become false, and the performances trifling. It is 
idle to dwell on this; still more idle to speculate upon 
probafaiftjcauses. It may be thfot there are persons in 
theVorld of both sexes, and governed by like influ- 
ences, have been guilty of like follies; to them my 
revelations may be of service. M}^ discoveries, if I 
have made any, were quite too late to ^^be of much 
help to me. 

^ To resume. I prowled like a guilty phantom around 
my own habitation. I scanned closely, with the keenest 
eyes of jealousy, every feature, every movement of 
the two withiq. In the eyes of Edger^^on, I beheld — 
I did nolj^.deceive myself in this — i beheld the speak- 
ing soul, devoted, wrapt, full of love for the object of 
his survey. Tfjat he loved her, was to me, sufficiently 
clear. His words were few, faintly spoken, timid. 
His eyes did not encounter hers; but when hers were 
averted, they rivetted their fixed glances upon her face 
with the adherence of the yearning steel for the mag- 
net ! Bitterly did I gnash my teeth — bitterly did my 
spirit rise in rebellion, as I not^d^these'characteristics. 
But, vainly, with all my perversity 9f feeling and 
^.judgment, did I ekamine ihe^air, the look, the. action, 
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the expression, tllfe tones, the words of my wife, to 
make a like discovery. All was passionless, all seem- 
ingly pure, in her whole conduct. She was gentle in 
her manner, kind in half words* considerat^ig h?r at- 
tentionsf, but so entirely at ease, so evid?fnlly uncoit- 
scious, 'ja well of improper flioughts in t^rself, as of 
an impi1:)per tendency in him, that, thoug|j still resolute 
to be wilful and unhappy, I yet could ^e*nol?iwiftg*of 
which I could reasonably complain. Nay, I fancied 
that there was a touch of listlcssness, amounting iS 
indifference, in her air, a^ if she really wished him to 
be gone ; and, for a moment my h*ear^beat with s. re ^ 
turning flood of tenderness, that almost prwnpted*me 
to rush suddenly into the apartment and claso Tie? to 
my arms. 

At length, Edgerton depariea. w nen ne Tose to 
do so, 1 I'elt the awk%vardness of my situ ap Qa»-~tlTe 
meanness of which I had been guilty — the disgnace 
which would follow detection. The shame I already 
felt; but, thoijgh sickening beneath it, the passion which 
drove me igto the commission of so slavish an act, 
was still superior to all others, and could not then be 
overcome. I hurried from the window and ^m th^ 
premises while he was taking his leave. My min? 
was still in a frenzy. I rambled o^, unconsciously, 
to the most seejuded places along the suburbs, endea- 
vouring to lose the thoughts that troubled me. I had 
flow a new cause for vexation. I was haunted by a 
conviction of my own shan\CA How could I look Ju- 
lia in the face — how meet and speak 1o her, and hear 
the accents of her voice and my own, after the un- 
worthy espionage which I had instituted upon her? 
Would not my eyes betray me — my faltering accents, 
my abashed looks, my flushed and burning cheeks? I 
felt that it was im*po?sMe for me to esc^ipc detection. 
I was sure th»it every look, every tone, would suffi- 
cicntly.betray my secret. Perhaps I should not have 
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felt this fear, had I possessed the rourage to resolve 
against the repetition of my error. Could I have de- 
clared this resolution to myself, to forego the miserable 
proceeding <which I had that pight begun, I feel that I 
u should ttK^rNiave taken one large step lowarde^my own 
deliverance, from that formidable fiend v\diVh was 
then raging unmastcred in my soul. But I latsfked the 
for this. Fatal deficiency ! I felt impressed 
with necessity of keeping a strict watch upon Ed- 
gerton. I 'iiad seen, with eyes that could not be de- 
ceived, the feeling which had been expressed in his. 
cl saw that he loved her, perhaps, without a conscious- 
ness himself of the unhappy truth. I hurried to the 
conclbsion, accordingly, that he must be looked after. 
I did pot so immediately perceive that in looking after 
him, Fwas, in truth, looking after Julia ; for what was 
my watch upon Edgerton but^a watch upon her? I 
had not fhe confidence in her to leave her to herself. 
That was my error. The true reasoning by which 
a man in my situation should be govenied, is com- 
prised in a nutshell. Either the wife is virtuous, or 
she is not. If she is virtuous, she is safe without my 
fCspion&ge. If she is not, all the watching in the world 
-vvill not suffice to make her so. As for the discovery 
of her falsehood, he will make that fast enough. The 
security of the husband lies in his wife’s purity, not in 
his own eyes. It must be added to this argument that 
the mosCvirtuous among us, man and w^oman, is sti'^. 
very weak; and neither wife, nor daughter, nor son, 
should be exposed to unnecessary temptation. Do we 
not daily implore in our prayers, to be saved from 
temptation? 

I need not strive to declare what were my thoughts 
and feelings as 1 wandered oflT from my dwelling and 
place of espionage that night. «No language of which 
I am possessed could embody to the idea of the reader 
the thousandth part of what I suffered. An insane 
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and morbid resentment filled my heart. A close, 
heavy, hot stupor, pressed upon my brain. My limbs 
seemed feeble as those of a child. I tottered in the 
streets. The stars, vag^ie, confused, and^ counselled, 
seemed peering down into my face wilfejooks of 
smiling ir^quiry. The sudden bark of a watch-dog 
startled ^nd unnerved me. I felt with the conscious- 
ness of a mean action, all the humiliating* 
which belongs to if. 

It took me a goodly hour before I coulct muster up 
courage to return home, and it was then near mid- 
night. Julia had retired to her chamber, but not yet, 
to her couch. She flew to me on my cnt^;ance-^to 
my arms. I shrunk from her embraces ; bilt %he 
grasped me with greater firmness. I kad nevej: wit- 
nessed so much warmth in her before. It sifrprised 
me, but the solution cjf it was easy. My long sta^ 
had made her apprehensive. It was so unusdTTTr j^Iy 
coldness, when she embraced me, was as startling to 
her, as her Sudden warmtl^, was surprising to me. 
She pushed me from her, still, however, hol,ding me 
in her gras|), while she surveyed me. Then she 
started, and with newer apprehensions. W»ll shci 
might. My looks alarmed her. My hair vsfas dis^ 
hovelled and moist with the night dews. My cheeks 
were very pale. There was a quiclv, agitated, and 
dilating fulgess of m^ eyes, which rolled hastily about 
the apartment, never even resting upon hen*. They 
dared not. I caught a hasty glance of myself in the 
mirror, and scarcely knew my own fetitures. It was 
natural enongli that she should be alarmed. She 
clung to me with increased fervency. She spoke 
hurriedly, but clearly, with an increased and novel 
power of utterance, the due result of her excitement. 
Could that excilernenft ho occasioned by love for me, — 
by a suspicion of the truth, namely, that I had been 
watching her : I shuddered as llis last conjecture 
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passed into my mind. That, indeed, would be a hu- 
miliation — worse, more degrading, by far, than all. 

“ Oh, why have you left me — so long, so very 
long^^^wh^re have you been— ^what has happened?’ 

, Notiiini^ nothing.” 

“ Ah, but there is something, Edward. Speak ! 
what is it, dlar husband ? 1 see it in your 6y4;s, your 

lo^:ks!^ Wihy do you turn from me? Look on met 
Teir^e ! You are very pale, and your eyes are so 
wild, so strange I You arc sick, dear Edward. Y on 
are surely sick. Tell me, what has happened ?” 

Wild and hurried as they' were, never did tones of 
morb toughing sweetness fall from any lips. They 
unnf^armed — nay, I use the wrong word — they manned 
me for the thne. They brought me back to my 
senses,^o a conviction of her truth, to a momentary 
(Tonviction of my own folly. My words fell from me 
withdryf^efTort — few, hurried, husky — but it was a sud- 
den heart-gush, which was unrestrainable. 

“Ask me not, .lulia^ ask me nothing: but, love me, 
only love me, and all will be well — all is well.” 

“Do I not ! ah ! do I not love you, Ed\/ard ?” 

“ I bplieve you — God be praised, I do believe you.” 

“ Oh, surely Edward, you never doubted this.” 

“ No ! no ! never.” 

Such was the- fervent ejaculation of my lips; such, 
in spite of its oceming inconsistenpy, vvas the real be- 
lief within my soul. What was it tlien that I did 
doubt? Wherefore, then, the misery, the suspense, 
the suspicion, w»hich grew and gathered, corroding in 
my heart, the parent of a ^lousand unnamed anxieties. 
It will be difficult to answer. The heart of man is 
one of those strange creations, so various in its moods, 
so infinite in its ramifications, so subtle and sudden in 
itst transitions as to defy investigation as certainly as 
it refuses remedy and relief. It is enough to say, that 
with one schooled ,as mine had been, injuriously, and 
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with injustice, the»e is little certainty in any of its 
movements. It becomes habitually capricious, feeds, 
upon passions intense, without seeming detriment; 
and, after a season, pr^ers thS unwholesome ^fUtri- 
ment which it has made vital, to those pufej;* ^natural 
sources of strength and succour, willjout which, 
though *it may still enjoy life, it can never. know 
happiness. 



CHAPTER XXIIL 


“ But, do no^ leave me another lime — not so lonf(, 
Edward. Do not leave me alone. Your business is 
onC tiling. That you must of course attend to ; but 
hours~not of businesc — hours in which you do no 
businejs — hours of leisure — your evenings, Edward 
—these you must share with me — you must give to 
mq^elfrirely. Ah ! will you not? will you not promise 
me 

These were among the last words whfch she spoke 
to me ere we slept that night. The next morning, 
almost at awaking, she resumed the sarfle language. 
.1 could not help perceiving that she spoke in tones of 
greater^ earnestness than usual — an earnestness ex- 
pressive of anxiety for wl]ich I felt at some loss to 
account. Still the tenor of wdiat she said, at the time, 
gave me pleasure — a satisfaction yvhich I did not seek 
to concGfU}, and which, while it lasted, was the sweet- 
est of all pleasures to my soul. But the busy devil in 
my heart made his suggestions also, which were of a 
kind to produce any other but satisfying emotions. 
While I stood in my wife’s presence — in the hearing 
of her angel voice, and beholding the pure spirit 
speaking out from her eyes, — he lay dormant, — re- 
buked within his prison-house,*^ ciouching in quiet, 
waiting a more auspicious moment for activity. Nor 
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was he long in wj^ting; and then his cold, insinuating 
doubts — his inquiries — begot and startled mine ! 

“Very good; all very good !” Such was the tone 
of his suggestions. “ S^c may well compj)iMid tw* the 
evenings with you, since she gives her wfhol^ morn- 
ings to your rival.” 

Arcl4imides asked but little for the propulsion of a 
world. The jealous spirit — a spirit jeafbufi lil^ mj|ie 
— asks still less for the moving of tRat littlp, but 
densely populous world, the human hearit I forgoli 
the sweet tones of my wife’s words — the pure-souled 
words themselves — tones and word§, which, while 
their sounds yet lingered in my ears, 1 could nottiave 
questioned — J did not dare to question. The t^mf)ter 
grew in the ascendant the moment 1 kad passed out 
of her sight, and when I met William EdgeMon the 
next day, he acquiree^ greatly increased power over 
my understanding. 

William Edgerton had evidently undergone a 
change. Ifc no longer met my glances bodly, with 
his own. Perhaps, had he done so, my ey^es would 
have been the first to shrink from the encounter. He 
looked down, or looked aside, when he spokejLo me^ 
his words were few, timorous, hesitating, bflt studio 
ously conciliatory; and he lingered no longer in my 
presence than was absolutely unavoicftible. Was there 
not a consciousness in this? and what ^consciousness ? 
tt’he devil at my heart answered, and answered wdth 
truth, “ He loves your wife^” It would have been 
well, perhaps, had the cruel^ficnd said*nothing farther. 
Alas ! I would have pardpned, nay, pitied William 
Edgerton, had the same chuckling spirit not as- 
sured me, that she also was not insensible to him. I 
was continually reminded of the words, “Your busi- 
ness must, of courscf be attended to !” “ What a con- 
siderate wife !” said the tempter ; “ hov? very unusual 
with yotmg wives, with whom business is commonly 
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the very last consideration!” That, very day, I found, 
on reaching home, that William Edgerton had been 
there, had gone there almost the moment after he had 
left rne a^ the ofRce ; and that* he had remained there, 
obviously aU work in the studio, until the time drew 
nigh for my return to dinner. My feelings forbade 
nay inquiries. These facts were all related by my 
\^Te^l^rself. I did not ask to hear them. I asked for 
nothing more than she told. The dread that my 
-jealousy should be suspected made me put on a sturdy 
aspect of indifference; and that exquisite sense of 
delicacy, which governed every movement of my 
wife^s heart and conduct, forbade her to say, — what 
yet s^ae certainly desired J should know, — that, in all 
that time she had not seen him, nor he her. She had 
studiously kept aloof in her chamber so long as he 
lemained. Meanwhile, I brooded over their long and 
secr^‘ ftfterviews. These, I took for granted. The 
happiness they felt — the mutual smile they witnessed 
— the unconscious sighs they uttered. Such a picture 
of their supposed felicity as my morbid imagination 
conjured up, would have roused a doubly^damned and 
damning fiend in the h^art of any mortal. 
r Whtit a task was mine, struggling with these 
images, these convictions 1 My pride struggling to 
conceal, my feelings struggling to endure. Then, 
there were other conflicts. What friends had the 
Edgertona been to me 1 father, mother — nay, that son 
himself — once so fondly esteemed, once so fondly 
esteeming. OS course, \io lies such as these could 
have made me patient under wrong. But, they were 
such as to render it necessary that the wrong should 
be real, unquestionable, beyondT doubt, beyond excuse. 
This I felt, this I resolved. 

“ I will wait! I will be paticF»tM will endure, though 
the vulture gnaws incessant at my heart. I will do 
nothing precipitate. No, no: I must beware of that! 
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But let me prove them treacherous — let them once 
falter, and go aside from the straij^ht path, and then 
— O ! then 

Such, as in spoken words, was the Uftsp(^en res(^ 
lulion of my soul; and this resolution required, first 
of alf^^lrat I should carry out the base pifrpose, which, 
without a purpose, I had already beguft. J niust [|e a 
spy upon their ii^erviews. They mub*t be lojfSwed, 
watched — eyes, looks, hands ! Miserable necessity! 
but, under rny present feelings and determination, not 
the less a necessity. And I, alone^ must do it; 
alone, must peer busily into these mysteri^, th(f seve- 
lation of which can result only in my own ruin*— seek- 
ing still, with an earnest diligence, ^ discover that 
which I should rather have prayed for eti^fial and 
unmitigated blindness, that I might not see. Mwie 
was, indeed, the philosophy of the madmam^ 

1 persevered in it like one. I yielded all opportuni- 
ties for thew meeting of the parties; all opportunities 
which, in yielding, did not expose me to the suspicion 
of having tviy sinister object. If, for example, I found, 
or could conjecture, that Wijliam Edgerton ^j^as like 
to be at my house this or tliat evening, I studious^^ 
intimated, beforehand, some necessity for being my- 
self absent. This carried me freqiently at home — 
lone, wanderiftg, vexing myself with ttee most hideous 
conjectures, the most self-torturing appreUensions. I 
sped away, obviously, into the city ; to alleged meet- 
ings with friends, or client^; or on s^orne pretence or 
other which seemed ordinary and natural. But my 
course was to return, an3, under cover of night, to 
prowl around my (fwn premises, like some guilty 
ghost, doomed to haunt the scene of former happi- 
ness, in its wantcvinisg rendered a scene of ever-during 
misery. Certainly, no guilty ghost eVer suffered in 
his penal tortures a torture wors^than mine at these 
humiliating moments. It jvas torture enough to me 
19 * 
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that I was sensible of all the unhbppy meanness of 
my conduct. On this head, though 1 strove to excuse 
myself,. oi\the score of a sup}:>osed necessity, I could 
not deceive/ myself — no! — noY for the smallest mo- 
ment. 

Weeks passed in this manner; weeks lo^me of 
: ot annoyance and secret suffering to my 
wife. ^ In this^time, my espionage Resulted in nothing 
l^t what h?s been already shown ; in what w'as al- 
ready sufficiently obvious to me. William Edgerton 
continued his insanQ altentiovis — he sought my d well- 
ing, yfith studious perseverance — sought it ])ariicularly 
at ikore periods when he fancied 1 was absent — when, 
he knew it ; tfjpugh sqph v/ere not his exclusive pe- 
riods c)f,j>visitation. He came at times when I was at 
hrame. His passion for my wife was sufficiently evi- 
dent to me, though her deportment was such as to 
persuade me that she did not see it. All that 1 beheld, 
of her conduct, was irreproachable. TJ/iere was a 
singular and sweet dignity in her air and manner, 
when they were together, that seemed one, of the most 
insupei;able barriers to any rash or presumptuous ap- 
proach.'* While there was no constraint about her 
carriage, there was no familiarity — nothing to encou- 
rage or invite fawiiliarity. While she answered freely, 
responding all dhe heads of a suggested subject, she, 
herself, neyer seemed to broach one; and after hours, 
which ran through a period of weeks, in which 1 
strove at the shameful oci^upation of the espial, I was 
compelled to admit, that all her part was as purely 
unexceptionable, as the niost jealous husband could 
have wished it. 

But not so with the conduct of William Edgerton. 
His attentions were increasiQgf flis passion was 
assuming some of the forms of that delirium, to which, 
under encouragement, it is usually driv^m in the end. 
He now passionately watched my wife's countenance. 



OR, THE BLIVD HEART. 


223 


and no longer averted his glance when it suddenly 
encountered hers. His eyes, naturally tender in ex- 
pression, now assumed^ look oi irrepressible ardency, 
from which, I now fancied — pleased toVarmy — thal 
hers recoiled! He would ^linger long fn silence, 
silentlv watching her, and seemingly ♦unconscious, 
the while, equally of his scrutiny and hks silence, ^t 
such times, I coqjd perceive that Julm would^urn 
aside, or her own eyes would be marked by an ej^ 
pression of the coldest vacancy, which, but for other 
circumstances, or in any*olher copdilion of my mind, 
would have seemed to me conclusive^of her indigna- 
tion or dislike. But, when such became my tljoiight, 
it was soon expelled by soipp suggestion from the 
busy devil of my imagination. “They may ^^11 put 
on this appearance now — but are such iheir look* 
when they meet, sorrfetimes for a whole ^morning, 
in the painting-room Even here, the fiend fvas 
silenced by ^ fact which was revealed to me in one 
of my nocturnal watches. 

“ (Clifford ^ot at home?” said Edgerton one even- 
ing as he entered, addressing my wife, and ■|^)okin^ 
indifierently around the room. “ I wished to4ell hir% 

about some pictures which are to be seen at ’s 

room — really, a lovely Guido — an i»fant Saviour — 
and something,* said to be by Carlo DqIcc, though I 
doubt. You must ?ee them. Shall I call (pr you to- 
morrow morning?” 

“ I thank you, but have^Sn engagement for the 
morning.” 

“ Well, the next day. They will remain but a few 
days longer in the cit/.” 

“ I am sorry, but I shall not be able to go even the 
next day. I am sp ljugy.” 

“ Busy ! ah ! that reminds me to ask; if you have 
given up the •pencil altogether? Have you wholly 
abandoned the jtudio ? I n^ver see* you now at work< 
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in the morning. I had no thought that you had so 
much of the fashionable taste for morning calls, shop- 
ping,* ?.nd«tl\e like.” 

• . ‘‘ Nor' have I was the quiet answer. I seldom 
leave home in the morning.” 

“ Indeed !'" with some doubtfulness of countenance 
a|‘»^st4amouTiting to chagrin — 

“ Indeed ! ' How is it that I Si3 seldom see you, 
^en ?” *• 

The cares of a household, I suppose, might be my 
sufficient exensjo. ^ While m*y liege lord works abroad, 
I f?n*d my* duties sufficiently urgent to task all my time 
at iulfne.” 

“ R^eally — hut you do not propose to abandon the 
attelieit'cntirely. Cliffiord, himself, with his great fond- 
liess for the art, will scarcely be satisfied that you 
shpuld, T^Ven on a pretence of work.” 

I do not know. I do not think that mij husband^'* 
— the two last words certainly emphaatzed — “ cares 
much qbout it. I 'suspect that music and painting, 
however much they delighted and empkyed our girl- 
hood,*^form but a ver}; jnaignificant part of our duties 
^Jind cn’ioyments when we get married.” 

“ But you do not mean to say that a fine landscape, 
or an exquisitif head gives you less satisfaction than 
before your marriage.” 

“ 1 coirfess they do. Life is a very diflerent thi^g 
before and after marriage. It seems far more serious. 
It appears to me a possdfesion now, and time a sort of 
property which has to^ be encouraged and doled 
out almost as cautiously as money. I have not touched 
a brush this fortnight. I douBt, if I have been in the 
painting-room more than once in all this time.” 

This conversation, whicl^ tcvidently discomfited 
William Edgerton, was productive to me of no small 
satisfaction. After a brief intervaf;^ consumed in 
silence, he resumed it. 



“ But I must ce||tainly get you to see these pictures 
« — nay, I must also — since you keep at home — pe^ 
suade you to look into the studio to-morrow, if it 
be only to flatter my vpnity by looking ^aUa ^etch 
which I have amused myself upon th^ last thrgei 
mornini^s. Bv the way, why may we not look at it 
to-nighWr’ 

“ We shall not be able to examine if care(idl^y 
night;” was the afiswer, as I fancied,* spokerv with 
unwonted coldness and deliberation. 

“ So much the better for me;” he replied with an 
ineffectual attempt to laugh — “ yo« w^ll be less able to 
discern its defects.” 

“The same difficulty will endanger its beafitpes,'' 
Julia answered, without offering to ris% 

“ Well, at least, you must arrange for seeing me 

pictures at ’s. They are to remain but 5 

few days, and I would not- have you nffts seging 
them for the world. Suppose you say Saturday 
morning 

“ Jf nothing happens to prevent,” she said; “ and 1 
will endeavt)ur to persuade Mr. Clifford to look at 
them with us.” 

“ Oh, he is so full of his law and clients, fliat yam 
will hardly succeed.” 

This was spoken with evident dissfltisfaclion. The 
arrangement, whic^i included me, seCmed unneces- 
lary. I need not say, that I was better pteased with 
my wife than I had been for^somc time previous ; but 
here the juggling fiend interposed again, to suggest 
the painful suspicion, that, she knew of my where- 
abouts, of my jealousy, of my espionage ; that her 
words were rather meant for my ears than for those 
of Edgerton; or, if this were not the case, her man- 
ner to Edgerton wa« dimply adopted, as she had now 
become conscious of her own feelings ; feelings of 
peril; feelings which would not^permit her to trust 
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herself. Ah ! she feared herself; rhe had discovered 
^he feelings of William Edgerton, and they had taught 
her the character and tendency of her own. Was 
ther^eve^ more self-destroying malice than was mine? 
T^ssettled d6‘wn upon this last conviction. My wife’s 
coldness wqs only assumed to prevent Edgerton from 
seeing-her weakness; and, for Edgerton himself; I 
trembled with the conviction that I should have 
to shed his blood. 
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This conviction now b(?gun to hgunt my mind with 
all the punctuality of a shadow. It came K) mcf un- 
consciously, uncalled for ; mingled with other thowgiits 
and disturbed them all. Whether at my desk, or in 
the courts; among men in the crowoed maul? or in 
places simply where the idle and the thoughtless con 
gregate, it was. still my companion. It was,^iowcver, 
still a shadow only ; a dull, intangible, half-forrffed 
image of lhe#nind ; the crude creature of a fear rather 
than a desire ; for, of a truth, noUiing could be more 
really terrible to me than the apparent necessity of 
taking the life of one so dear m me once, and* gtill so 
dear to the only friends I had ever known. •! neecC 
not say how silently I strove to banish this convic- 
tion. My struggles on this subject •were precisely 
those which afe fe^t by nervous mei> suddenly ap- 
j^’oaching a precipice, and, though secure, flinging 
themselves off, in the extremity of their apprehensiotis 
of that danger which has l^ssumed in their imagina- 
tions an aspect so absorbing. With such persons, 
the extreme anxiety to avoid the deed, whether of 
evil or of mere dangef, frequently provokes its com- 
mission. I felt that this risk encountered me. I well 
knew that an act 4)ftin#contemplated may be already 
considered half-performed; and though I could not 
rid myself of itiG impression that I#^as destined to do 
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the deed the v^ery idea of which -?nade me shudder, 
T yet determined, with all the remaining resolution of 
my virtue, to dismiss it from my thought, as I resolved 
to es&ape from its performancfe if I could. It would 
'have been easy enough for me to have kept this reso- 
lution -as it was enough"for me to make , had it not 
clashed w'ith a superior passion in my mind that 
bllodnoss bf heart under which 1 laboured, impaired 
my j^idgment, enfeebled my resolution, baffled my 
prudence, defeated all my faculties of self-preserva- 
tion. I was, in fact, a monomaniac. On one sub- 
ject, I was incapable of thought, of sane reasoning, 
of fixed purpose. 1 am unwilling to distinguish this 
madness by the word “jealousy.” In the ordinary 
sense of the tc/m it was not jealousy. Phrenologists 
would call it an undue developcment of self-esteem, 
diseased by frequent provocation into an irritable sus- 
piciousness, which influenced all the offices of thought. 
It was certain, to myself, that in instituting the 'vatch 
which I did over the conduct of my Wile and Wil- 
liam Edgerton, I did not expect to discover the com- 
mission of any gross act which, in the vulgar accepta- 
tion of the world, con?*dutes the crime of infidelity. 
The pang would not have been less to my mind, 
though every such act was forborn, if I perceived 
that her eyes yearned for his coming, and her looks 
of despondency took note of his rbsence. If I could 
see that siiC hearkened to his words with the ears cf 
one who deferred even t4) .devotedness, and found that 
pleasure in his accents w^hich should only have been 
accorded to mine. It is the low nature, alone, which 
seeks for developements beyond these, to constitute the 
sin of faithlessness. Of looks, words, consideration, 
habitual deference, and eager attention, I was quite 
as uxorious as I should have fte^n of the warm kiss, 
or the yielding, fond embrace. They were the same 
in my eyes. It was for the momentary glance, the 
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passing word, the forgetful sigh, that I looked and 
listened, while I pursued the unhappy espionage upon« 
my wife and her lover. That h^ was her lover, was 
sufficiently evident — how far she was ptea^tid’wilh 
jhis devotion as the question to be asked and-^ 
answered 

The self-esteem which produced these dtiyelop^ents 
of jealousy, in my own home, was not#unex^ci#(^ 
abroad. The same exacting nature was b^isy affiong 
my friends and mere acquaintance. Of these I haa 
but few ; to these I coidd be devoted ; for these I 
could toil ; for these I could freely ftave perisbed ! 
But I demanded nothing less from them.' Of their 
consideration and regard I was equally uxorious as I 
was of the affections of my wile. I became iniensi- 
fled in all my relations, and was not willing to dividq 
or share my sympathies. I became suspiciions when 
I fouqd any of my acquaintance forming new^ ifiti- 
macies, and ^unk into reserves which necessarily pro- 
duced a severance of the old \]fs between us. It 
naturally folk)wed that my few friends becarrte fewer, 
and I finally stood alone. But enough of self-smalysis, 
which, in truth, owes its origin to th^ ver^* sam^ 
mental quality which I have been discussing, — the 
presence and prevalence of egdisme. Let us hurry 
our progress. 

My wife advised me of the visit which William 
Edgerton had proposed to the picture collection, w - 

“ I will go,” she said, “ ift^ou will.” 

“ You must go without me.” 

“ Ah, why ? Surely, yon can go one morning?” 

‘‘ Impossible. The morning is the time for business. 
That must be attended to, you know.” 

“ But you nee(bn\ 4^ve yourself at it because it is 
business, Edward. But that I know that you are not 
a money-lovfbg man, I should ^unpose, sometimes, 
from tlie conttnual plea of business, that you were § 
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miser, and delighted in filling old" stockings to hide 
^away in holes and chinks of the wall. Come, now, 
Saturday is not usualjy a busj^day with you lawyers; 
steaFit .this once and go w^ith us. I lose half the plea- 
jifjnre of the sight always, when you are not with me, 
arid when I. know that "you are engaged in^jji;r»rking 
for mo elsev^here.” 

you mistake, Julia. You^ shall not flatter me 
into duch faith. You lose precious little by my 
itbsence.” 

^ But, Edward, I do — I believe it — it is true.’^ 

“Impossible^ No, no, Julia, when you look on the 
Carlo^Doice and the Guido, you will forget not only 
the toils of the husband, but that you have one at all. 
You viill forget my haVsh features in the contempla- 
tion of softer ones.” 

“ Youi;jfeatures are not harsh ones, Edward.” 

‘iNay, you shall not persuade me that lam not an 
Orson — a very wild man of the w^oods^. I know I 
am. I know that 1 have harsh, stern features ; nay, 
I fancy you know ,it loo by this time, Julia.” 

“ I admit the sternness at times, Edward, but I deny 
hetfghness. Besidd»v sternness, you know, is per- 
ieclly compatible with the possession of the highest 
human beauty. am not sure that a certain portion 
of sternness is not absolutely necessary to manly 
beauty.^ It seems to me that I bave never yet seen 
wh^t I call si handsome man, whose features had not 
a certain sweet gravity, d jiort of melancholy defiance^ 
in them, which" neutralized the effect of any effemf 
nacy which mere beauty must have had; and impartec 
to them a degree of character which compelled you 
to turn again and look, and made you remember them, 
even when they had disappeargd from sight. Now 
it may be the vanity of a wife, Edward, but it seemf 
to me that this is t(je very sort of fade which you 
possess.” ' 
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“ Ah ! you are mery vain of me, 1 knf)W — very 1” 

** Proud, fond — not vain !’' 

“ You deceive yourself still, i suspect, even with 
your distinctions. Buf you m fist forego pleasure 
of displaying my ‘ stern beauties,’ as yoift* particular 
possession, at the gallery. You must content 
self with others not so stern, though perhaps pot less 
beautiful, and certainly more amiable. I^cfeerlon jwll 
be your sufficient chaperon.” 

‘‘ Yes, but I do not wish to be troubliflg Mr. E4 
gerton so frequently; and^ indeed, I would rather fpre 
go the pleasure of seeing the pictitres^altogetheK^ than 
trespass in this way upon his attention ancWleisuret” 
‘‘Indeed, but 1 am very sure you do not tfefpass 
upon either. He is an idle, gftod fello^v; relishes any 
thing better than business, and you know hais such a 
passion for painting #nd ])icturcs, that its indulgendfe 
seems to justify any thing to his mind. Tie will for- 
get every thing in their pursuit.” 

All this was said with a studious indifference of 
manner. I was singularly successful in goncealing 
the expression of that agony which was gnawing all 
the while upon my heart. ] •ould smile, too, whil^ f 
was speaking — while I was suflering ! Loolt calnliy 
into her face and smile, with a comgosiire, a strength, 
the very consciousness of which was a source of terri- 
ble overthrow to rme at last. I was Surprised to per- 
ceive an air of chagrin upon Julia’s (sountenance, 
which was certainly unslu 4 jied. She was one of those 
who do not well conceal or cloak their real senti- 
ments. The faculty of doing so is usually much more 
strongly possessed (jy women than by men — much 
more easily commanded — but s//e bad little of it. 
Why should she wear this expression of disappoint- 
ment — chagrin'' W/fs she reaUy anxious that I should 
attend her?. 1 began to think so — began to relent. 
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and think ofo promising that I would go with her, 
when she somewhat' abrirptly laid her hand upon my 
arm. 

“ Edwarjj, you lea^e me ioG frequently. You stay 
^rpm me^ t^o long, particularly at evening. Do not 
'fijpget, dear husband, haw few female friends I have; 
-how l^w friends of any sort — how small is my'Social 
ci^Ie.^ Besides, it is expected of all young people, 
nevid^j, marrie'd, that they will be frequently together; 
^d when K is seen that they are often separate — that 
-the wife goes abroad alone^ or goes in the company 
^of persons not qf the family, it begets a suspicion that 
all is'^not well — that there is no peace, no love in the 
family' so divided. Do not think, Edward, that I 
mean this reprt^achfullj — that I mean complaint — that 
I apprehend the loss of your love : oh no ! I dread too 
greatly any such loss to venti^;re upon its suspicion 
lightly » buf^ would guard against the conjectures of 
others ” 

“ So, then, it is not that you really wish my com- 
pany. It,, is because you would simply maintain ap- 
pearances.” 

I would dp both, EAwa^d. God knows I care as 
li^le for 'mere appearances, so long as the substances 
are good, as you do ; but I confess I would not have 
the neighbours sfjeak of me as the negjected wife; I 
would not have you the subject ofc/ulgar reproach.” 

“ To what does all this lend I demanded impa- 
tiently. 

“To nothing,' Edward, if by speaking it I make 
you angry.” 

“ Do not speak it, then !” was jmy stern reply.. 

‘‘I will not; do not turn away — do not he angry:” 
here she sobbed once, convulsively ; but with an effort 
of which 1 had not thought her capable, she stifled the 
painful utterance, and continued grasping^my wrist as 
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ishe spoke with both of her hartds, and speaking in a 
whisper — 

“ You are not going to leave me in ange^. Oh, no! 
Do not! Kiss me, dear husband, and fc^gife me. 

I have vexed you, it was oj:ily because I v?as so icii- 
ishl^Mupcious to keep you more with m# — to be mgfg 
certain that you are all my own I” 

I escaped from •this scene with some difficult^ I 
should be doing my own heart, blind and wilful a^it 
was, a very gross injustice, if I did not confess thj^ 
the sincere and natural tleporlm^t of Julia htTcTren- 
dered me largely doubtful of the good sgnse Or the 
good feeling of the course I was pursuing. Bui the 
effects of it were temporary qnly. TJie very feeling, 
thus forced upon me, that I was, and nad be^, doing 
wrong, was a humiliating one; and calculated rathar 
to sustain my -self-esteem, even though it tessened the 
amount of justification which my jealousy may Rave 
supposed ittelf possessed of. The disease had been 
growing too long within my bosc^m. It had taken too 
deep root — 4iad spread its fibres into a region* too rank 
and stimulating not to baffle ajjy ordinary dili^nceon 
the part of the extirpator, even if he had been induftr 
trious and sincere. It had been growing with my 
growth, had shared my strength from the beginning, 
was a part of* my very existence! Still, though not 

f ilh that hearty fondness which her feelin^emanded, 
returned her caresses, folded her to my bosom, 
kissed the tears from her v.heek, and half promised 
myself, though I said nothing of this to her, that I 
would attend her to the picture exhibition. 

But I did not. Haff an hour before the appointed 
time I resolved to do so; but the evil spirit grew up- 
permost in that bfief witerval, and suggested to me a 
course more in unison with its previous counsallings- 
Under this nSean prompting I pypared to go to the 
gallery# but neft till my*wil‘e had already gone ther# 
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under Edgerton’s esosort. The object of this after- 
thought was to surprise them there — to enter at the 
unguacded^ moment, and read /he language of their 
q;)utual eyetJ, when they least apprehended such 
bCtSilmy. ' ^ 

as \^s this design, I yet pursued i\ en- 
tered the picture room at a moment which was suffi- 
cien^ty^ !iuspick)us for my objects, t They were the 
oijjy occupants of the apartment. I learned this fact 
before I ascended the stairs from the keeper of the 
gallery, wiio sat in /i low’er Voom. The stairs W'ere 
carpeted. 1 wofe light thin pumps, which were noise- 
less, c brndiV add, as a singular moral contradiction, 
that I not only did not jx'ove stealthily, but that 1 set 
down nly feet with greater emphasis than was usual 
with me, as if I sought, in this way, to lessen some- 
what the rwreanness of my proceeding. My approach, 
howh'ver, was entirely unheard ; and I stood for a few 
seconds in the doorway, gazing upon the parties with- 
out making them conscious of my intrusion. Julia 
was sitting, gazing with hand lifted abovp her eyes, 
at a Myfillo — a ragged Spanish boy, true equally to 
t'&e life a<ad to the pecunar characteristics of that art- 
ist — dark groundwork, keen, arch expression, great 
vivacity, with an air of pregnant humour which 
speaks of more, than is shown, and makes you fancy 
that other pictures are to follow in which the same 
boy must appear in different phases of feeling and of 
fortune. I need not say t-nat the pictures, however, 
called for a momentary glance only from me. My 
glances were following my thoughts, and they were 
piercing through the only possible avenues, the cheeks, 
the lips, the tell-tale eyes, deep down into the very 
hearts of the suspected parlies. were so placed 

that, standing at the door, and half-hidden from sight 
by a sbreen, I coul4 vee with tolerable distinctness the 
t?ue expression in each countenance, though I saw but 
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half the face. JiJlia was gazing upoi? the* pictures, 
but Edgerton was gazing upon her! He had no eyoe 
for any other object; i\j;id I fanqicd, from the abstract- 
ed and dozed expression of his looks, that ^riti^ht have 
advanced and placed myself broadly before 4fiim w^- 
out sj^rtling him from his "dream. Injiis fejiHflfcs, 
speaking* even in their obliviousness ^f all WilhofTT,* 
was one sole, abs(^rbing sentiment of dcvotiofi. ^ilis 
eyes were riveted with a strong sort of ga^e upi^n her, 
and her only. He stood partly on one side, but stfll 
behind her, so that, without changing her puti+ionf 
she could scarce have beheld Ifis trountenantje. I 
looked in vain, in the brief space of time vThicI^ I *errt- 
ployed in surveying them, but she never once turned 
her head ; nor did he once withdraw Ais glance from 
her neck and cheek, a part only of which colild hayp 
been visible to him '^here he stood. features, 

meanwhile, were subdued and placid. There was 
nothing wh^ch could make me dissatisfied with her, 
had I not been predisposed to thjs dissatisfaction ; and 
when the t^nes of my voice were heard, she started 
up to meet me with a sudden flash of pleasure in her 
eyes, which illuminated her^iole countenag^e. 

“ Ah 1 you are come, then. I am sq glad 1” 

She little knew why I had come.* I blushed invo- 
luntarily with "the conviction of the baje motive whi^i 
had brought me. IShe immediately grasped*my arm, 
^drew me to the contemplation of those pictures which 
had more particularly pleaVd herself^ absolutely seem- 
ing to forget that there was a third person in the room. 
William Edgerton turned away and busied himself, for 
the first time no doubt, in the examination of a land- 
scape on the opposite wall. I followed his movement 
with my glance^ foj* g single iriTsfant, but his face was 
studiously averted. 
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' Wg'will suppose some months to have elapsed in 
lhis''^rTy?.nneV. Months, to me, of prolonged torture 
arid ‘suspicion. Circumstances, like petty billows of 
the sea,<^kept chfcfing upon the low places of my heart, 
Hpeping lalive the feverish irritation which had already 
done so mugii towards destroying rny peace and over- 
throwing the guardian outposts of my pride and ho- 
nour. How long the strife was to be contiiaued before 
the ocean torrents s|;tould be let in — before the wild 
passions s^iould quite overw'helm my reason, w’as a 
subject of doubt, but not the less a subject of present 
at';d of h^ceedmg fear. %liese matters, I need not 
say, that there jvas substantially very little change in 
the character of fvents that marked the progress of 
nay domestic iifp. William Edgerton Mill continued 
the course which he had so unwittingly begun. He 
still sought ^very opportunity to see my wife, and, if 
possible, to see 4er alone.V He avoided me as much 
as possible — seldom came to the office — absolutely 
gave up his business altogether, and when we met, 
though his words and manner were solicitously kind, 
there was a deep, close restraint upon the latter, a 
hesitancy about the former, a tirpi(^. apprehensiveness 
in his eye, and a genevally shown reluctance to ap- 

E roachsme, which I cwuld not but see, add could not 
ut perceive, at the same time^ that he ^endeavoured 
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with ineffectual effort to conceal.^ He ^as gvidcntly 
conscious that he was doing wi>iig. It was equally 
clear to nne that he lacked the /nanly courage to dh 
right. What was all This to efid in? Thckquastion 
became momently more and more serioirsi Suppose 
that he possessed no sort of #101106006 over my 
Evcnr oppose his advances to stop wheffe thej^ we^ 
at present, — his course already, so faT, was a hu- 
miliating indignity, Allowing that it becanfle percqptTble 
to the eyes of others. That revelation ince madg, 
there could be no more proper forbearance on the 
part of the husband. The customs of our society, the 
tone of public opinion — nay, outraged hum^tnity ftaslf 
demanded then the interposition of the avenger; And 
that revelation was al hand. 

Meanwhile, the keenest eyes of suspicion c^uld be- 
hold nothing in the conduct of Julia which was not 
entirely unexceptionable. If William Edgferlon was 
still persevering in his pursuit, she seemed insen?ible 
to his endeavours. Of course they n\et frequently 
when it was not in my power lo see them. It was 
my error to^suppose that they met more irequently 
still — that he saw her invariably in his jnornfng visi^ 
to the studio, which was not often the case — atid when 
they did meet, that she derived quite as much satisfac- 
tion from (he interview as himself. 0 f their meetings 
except at night, when I was engaged ift my miseraWf 
^atch upon them, I could say nothing, .flailing tc 
note any thing evil at suebperiods, my jealous imagi- 
nation jumped to the conclusion that this was because 
my espionage was suspe(;ted, and that their inter- 
views at oilier periods were distinguished by less pru- 
dence and reserve. And yet, could I have reasoned 
rightly at this period, I must have seen that if such 
w’ere the case, iHbrtf \fould havg been no such display 
of empressenysnt as William Edgerton made these 
evening visits^ Did be expend Jbis ardour Tn the 
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did he apprehend my scrutiny at night, he would 
have surely suppresJ|pd the eagerness of his glance, the 
profound, all-forgettipg adoration which marked his 
who^e £^r, gaze, and mann^. Nor should I have 
been so wwtchedly blind to what was the obvious 
fteijng of discontent and disquiet in her bosqm. Never 
did evenings seem to pass with more dowrrrtgfit dul- 
ness to any ^ne party in the world. If Edgerton 
spoki^ to her, which he did not frequently, his address 
wass mark<:d by a trepidation and hesitancy akin to 
fear — a manner which certainly indicated any thing 
but a foregone conclusion between them. While her 
ansvvcrs, pn the other hand, were singularly bold, 
meieby replying, and calculated invariably to dis- 
courage everv thing like a protracted conversation. 
What sam by Edgerton was sufficiently harm- 
less, — nor harmless merely. \i was most commonly 
mere ordiTiary commonplace, the feeble effort of one 
wh6 feels the necessity of speech, yet dares not speak 
the volumlnc^s passions which alone Could furnish 
him with energetic and manly utterance. Had the 
scales not been abundantly thick and c'allous above 
mine qyes, how easily these clandestine scruti- 
Taies have brought me equally to happiness and 
my senses. But though I thus beheld the parties, and 
saw the truth its I now relate it, there was always 
^ t.^en some littk trifling circumstances that would rise 
up, congenial to suspicion, and cloud my conclusions, 
and throw me back upoq^old doubts and cruel jea- 
lousies. Edgerton’s tone may, at moments, have been 
more faltering and more ^.tender than usual, — Julia’s 
glance might sometimes encounter his; and then they 
both might seem to fall, in mutual confusion, to the 
ground. Perhaps she sung some little ditty at his in- 
stance — some ditty l^at she hud often sung for me. 
Nay, at his departure, she might have attended him to 
the emrance, and hi^vj^iay have taken her hand and re- 
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tained his grasp up(in it rafther loafer thjn w^s abso- 
lutely necessary for his farewe]^ How was I to 
know the degree of pressure w^iich he gave to the 
band within his own ? ^hat single grasp, ^n^ u»fre- 
quently, undid all the belter impressions aT whole 
evening consumed in these unworthy scrutfnies.^arJ 
will n^tr seek further to account for, or tcfdefenrf ihw 
unhappy weakness. Has not the great ^el^ofj^ucn^-. 
nity said — 

“ Triftcp, light as air, 

Arc, to the jealous, confirmations, strong 
As proofs of Holy Writ?” 

Medical men tell us of a pre-disposing condit^ruof 
the system for the inception epiden^c. It needs, 
after this, but the smallest atmospheric changes, and 
the contagion spreads, ^and blackens, and taints the* 
entire body even unto death. The histWy of the 
moral constitution is not unanalogous to* this. The 
disease, the ctemning doubt, once in the nsind, and the 
rest is easy. It may sleep and bc#silent mr a season, 
for years, ui't^provoked by stimulating circumstances; 
but let the moral atmosphero-once receive its colour 
from the sudden passing cloud, and the dark spot 
dilates within the heart, grows active, ♦ and rapidly 
sends its poisonous and poisoning tendtrils through all 
the avenues of mind# Its bitter secreti#>ns in my soift 
arffected all the objects of my sight, even aathe jaun- 
diced man lives only in a ^^ron element. Perhaps 
no course of conduct on tl^ part of ^y wife could 
have seemed to me entirely jnnocent. Certainly none 
could have been entirely satisfactory, or have seemed 
entirely proper. Eved her words, when she spoke to 
me alone, were of a kind to feed my prevailing pas- 
sion. Yet, regardeck ifnder just, moods, they should 
have been thq^most conclusive not simply of herein- 
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requisitions of hei^duty. 5Ier loj^e and her sense of 
right seemed harmSpniously to keep together. Gent- 
lest reproaches chided me for leaving her, when she 
sought |or none but myself. “Sweetest endearments 
encount«r^4 my return, and fondest entreaties would 
Ri^ve delayed the hour;, of my departure. Her ear- 
nestness, when she implored me not to leVe ber so 
fi’equefitly.at *»ight, almost reached intensity, and had 
a^treSning, equally expressive of her delicacy and 
^pp 5 :ghensbns, which 1 was unhappily too slow to 
understand. 

biA months had< probably elapsed from the time of 
Aljr.^^diffo^d’s death, when, returning from my office 
one, tiy, who should I encounter in my wife’s com- 
pany, but her^other^ Of this^good lady I had been 
permit^d to sbe but precious little since my marriage. 
^Not that she had kept aloof from our dwelling entirely. 
Julia had^always conceived it a duty to seek her 
mdther at fi’equent periods without regarding the ill- 
treatment which she received ; and the latter, becom- 
ing gradually recorjciled to what she could no longer 
prevent, had, at length, so far put on th(7 garments of 
Chrisyan charity, as to make a visit to her daughter 
in retura. CTf courseTinotigh I did not encourage it, 
I objected noffiing to this renewed intercourse ; which 
continued to increase until, as in the present instance, 
J sometitnes encountered this go^d latfy on my return 
from rny pffice. On these occasions I* treated h^r 
with becoming respect, |h^ugh without familiarity. I 
inquired after her health/ expressed myself pleased to 
see her, and joined my wjfe in requesting her to stay 
to dinner. Until now, she usually declined to do so; 
and her manner to myself hftherto was that of a 
spoiled child indulging in his sulks. But, this day, to 
my great consternation, she was all smiles and good 
hunqwr. A change so sudden .portended danger. I 
looked to my wife^V^hose grav^ countenance afforded 
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me no explanatioy. I looked to the l^dy herself, my 
own countenance no doubt suJhciently expressive of 
the wonder which I felt,*but thjll'e was little to be r^d 
in that quarter which could give me any ^uejo the 
mystery. Yet she chattered like a magpie ^ her con- 
versation running on certayi styles of dre^, various 
purifhas^s of silks and satins, and othef stu8^ vvl}j[ch 
she had been buying, a budget of wh«h, J afterwards 
discovered, she h«id brought with her^n ordSrlcfdis- 
play to her daughter. .Then she spoke nf gettwig ter 
teeth newly filed and plugged, and grinned with fre- 
quent effort, that their Improved condition mrrgfit fk 
made apparent. Her chatter was *pecu^iarly*4h^t of: 
a flippant and conceited ^irl child of sixtec jyhose 
head has been turned by prerpalure bringing out, and 
the tuition of some vain silly wriggling rgt)ther. T 
could see by my wife’s looks that there was a cauce 
for all this, and wailed, with considewrWe apprehen- 
sion, for the moment when we should be alo^e, in 
order to receive from her an explanaiion. But little 
of Mrs. Cliftbrd’s convcrsation#was acfilressed to me, 
though thiV little was evidently meant to1)e particu- 
larly civil. But a little before she took her^dyparture, 
which was soon after diffhcr, she aske’cl me^yviih sofRe 
abruptness, though with a considerable smirk of 
meaning^ in her face, if I “ knew 9 Mr. Patrick De- 
laney?”* I frank^v admitted that I h«(f not this pimg^ 
sure; and with a still more significant yrimk, ending 
in a very affected simpej^ /neant lo be very pleasant, 
she ‘informed me as she* took her#leave, that J.ulia 
would make me wiser. looked to Julia when she 
was gone, and with some chagrin, and with few 
words, she unravelfed the difficulty. Her motheN 
the old fool — was about to be married, and to a Mr. 
Patrick Delaney ,«aft Irish ge|itieman, fresh from the 
green islan^ who had only been some eighteei jpomhs 
in America. 
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You seem annojied by tiyis affyr, Julia, but how 
does it affect yOu 

Oh, such a matci^ cann6t turn out well. This 
Mr. Delai^y is a youwg man, only twenty-five, and 
what can* hS^csee in mother to induce him to marry 
hS^? It Can only be for the little pittance of property 
which poS^sesses.” 

1 shrugged r»y shoulders while replying : 

‘^*ll^ere must be some consideration in every mar- 
riagysjifjpntra#^!.” 

Ah1 but Edward, what sort of man can it be to 
wnoftt* money is thp consideration for marrying a 
Avorr^anT old enough to be his mother?” 

“ An4» so little money, tc^. But, Julia, perhaps he 
marries her as a mother. He is a? modest youth, who 
knows h^ juverhlity, and seeks becoming guardian- 
ship. But the thing does not concern us at all.” 

“ She is rB^-K:K)ther, Edward.”' 

“ True ; but still I do not see that the matter should 
concern us. You do not apprehend that Mr. Patrick 
Delaney will seek to ea^ercise the authority of a father 
over eithef of us ?” 

“ No [, but I fear she }jy,ll repent !” 

Why fihould that be a subject of fear, which should 
be a subject of ^ratulation ? For my part, I hope she 
may repent. We^are told she cannot be saved else.” 
^iilia was.sfleet. I continued : 

“ But wha^ brings her here, and makes her so sud- , 
denly affable with me. 'yh^t is certainly a matter 
whi^ph- looks threatening. Does she explain thi’s to 
you, Julia ?” 

“ Not otherwise than by declaring she is sorry for 
former differences.” 

“ Ah, indeed ! but her sorrow comes late, and I 
very much suspect has some rnoliv® ^What more? — 
the shaft is not yet shot.” 

‘‘ Vdli guess rightl^;! she invited us to tlie wedding, 
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I darted from hemgraspif which|l^ouId#iava deAinec 
me still, made my way-^hoW Ifcnow not — out of tjjc 
house, and found myself almosrgasping for breath, jn 
the open air of the street. 
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